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PREFACE 


HE  accompanying  work,  compiled  and  edited  by  a  Committee  of  Graduates  and 
Undergraduates  of  the  University  of  Toronto,  is  offered  to  the  University 
public  and  to  the  musical  world  as  a  comprehensive,  and,  in  many  respects,  a 
unique  collection  of  College  Songs. 

Its  design  is  two-fold, — to  meet  the  requirements  of  the  University  College 
Glee  Club  and  the  undergraduate  body,  and  to  be  a  suitable  collection  for  use  in 
the  drawing-room  and  around  the  camp-fire. 

All  the  music  in  the  book  has  been  carefully  edited  by  Mr.  Theodore  Martens, 
of  whose  thorough  and  painstaking  services  the  Committee  desire  to  make  special 
mention  Wherever  necessary  or  desirable,  songs  have  been  re-harmonized,  trans- 
posed or  arranged  for  male  voices,  and, — ,a  special  feature  of  the  work — nearly  all 
choruses  have  been  arranged  with  parts  suitable  for  college  and  general  use.  Great 
economy  in  the  disposal  of  space,  and  the  almost  entire  use  of  the  short  score,  have 
made  it  possible  to  include  an  unusually  large  number  of  songs.  Among  them  will 
of  course  be  found  many,  original,  or  peculiar  to  the  University  of  Toronto,  that 
have  never  before  appeared  in  any  permanent  or  accessible  form.  Numerous 
songs,  for  which  translations  have  been  specially  written,  will  be  particularly  ser- 
viceable and  acceptable.  To  give  added  interest  to  the  collection  and  greater  per- 
manence to  its  value,  a  large  amount  of  standard  music  has  been  included,  while 
many  valuable  copyright  songs  have  been  purchased,  or  are  used  by  special  per- 
mission. 

The  Committee  desire  to  express  their  cordial  thanks  to  the  President  and 
Faculty,  to  the  Graduates  and  Undergraduates,  and  to  many  others  less  intimately 
connected  with  the  College,  for  the  assistance  generously  afforded  them  in  the  pro- 
secution of  their  work. 

For  permisision  to  reprint  certain  copyright  songs,  the  Committee  and  the 
Publishers  acknowledge  their  obligations  to  John  Farmer,  Esq.,  Balliol  College, 
Oxford;  to  Messrs.  Chappell  &  Co.,  Messrs.  Robert  Cocks  &  Co.,  Mr.  Edwin  Ash- 
down,  Messrs.  Novello,  Ewer  &  Co.,  and  Mr.  John  Blockley,  of  London,  England; 
and  to  Messrs.  A.  &  S.  Nordheimer,  of  Toronto. 

The  Compilation  Committee  and  the  Publishers,  Messrs.  I.  Suckling  &  Sons, 
have  made  every  endeavour  to  discover  the  authors  and  owners  of  all  songs  in  the 
work.  Should  any  cases  have  eluded  their  vigilance,  the  Publishers  ask  the  kind 
indulgence  of  those  whose  permission  would  gladly  have  been  sought. 


University  College, 

Toronto,  December,  1887. 


X  LMOST  thirty  years  ago  a  group   of  young   fellows,   undergraduate 
students  of  University  College,  Toronto,  took  it  into  their  heads  to 
publish  a  book  of  college  songs.    There  was  a  University  Glee  Club_ 
in  those  days,  flourishing  intermittently.    There  was  a  comparatively 
small  body  of  students.    For  the  boys  concerned,  the  venture  wan 
somewhat  daring.     Music  publishing  was  in  its  very  callow  infancy 
in  Canada.    There  were  only  two  music  typesetters  in  Toronto ;  their 
maximum  output  was  a  page  a  day.    Canadian  publications,  of  what- 
ever kind,  found  it  hard  to  get  recognition.     However,  a  publisher  was  discovered 
who  professed  his  faith  in  the  idea — a  flickering  faith,  qualified  by  a  demand  for  a 
guarantee  of  at  least  one  thousand  subscriptions  in  advance.    The  project  took  form, 
enthusiasm  developed,  the  one  thousand  subscribers — and   more — were   gathered   in,  a 
contract  was  signed  by  those  of  the  group  who  were  of  years  enough    to  sign  it, 
and  the  work  was  fairly  under  way.    • 

The  months  that  followed  are  a  pleasant  memory.  The  group  of  editors  met 
in  almost  daily  session,  sifting  over  an  immense  quantity  of  song  material,  drawn  from 
all  available  sources.  The  work  to  be  done  in  such  a  case  is  very  great — incredible 
by  those  who  have  had  no  experience  of  it.  The  nugget  emerging  seems  a  small  return 
from  the  mass  that  goes  into  the  melting  pot.  But  the  task  was  carried  out  with  care 
and  conscience,  and  the  result  seemed  to  show  that  choice  was  made  with  a  true  instinct 
for  the  right  things  in  words  and  music.  The  book  sprang  into  instant  favour  among 
the  students,  and  became  very  popular  throughout  the  Dominion.  Over  forty  thousand 
copies  were  sold — a  "record"  for  those  days.  It  was  altogether  a  labour  of  love  on 
the  part  of  the  compilers.  None  of  them  received,  or  expected,  any  money  reward. 
The  royalties,  such  as  they  were,  were  devoted  to  the  purposes  of  the  University  Col- 
lege Glee  Club  while  it  lived,  and,  in  more  recent  days,  to  the  free  distribution  of  a 
Soldiers'  Song  Book  to  men  of  the  Canadian  Overseas  Forces. 

It  was  fitting  that  the.  book  should  be  dedicated  to  the  venerable  President,  Sir 
Daniel  Wilson,  who  took  a  deep  interest  in  this  undertaking  of  his  students;  and  fitting 
also  were  the  words  from  Cowley  in  which  the  dedication  was  made: 

"Nor  can  the  snow  that  age  can  shed 

Upon  thy  reverend  head 
Quench  or  allay  the  noble  fire  within ; 

But  all  that  youth  can  be,  thou  art." 

Nearly  all  of  the  songs  then  chosen  are  still  popular,  and  successive  generations 
of  students  sing  them  yet.  The  old  book  forms  the  nucleus  of  the  present  collection. 
But  there  is  much  added  material.  Mr.  J.  E.  Jones  (who  -was  the  first  to  plan  and  the 
most  eager  to  execute  the  original  undertaking  in  1887,  and  who  has  kept  a  keen 
interest  in  boys  and  young  men,  their  songs  and  doings,  ever  since),  has  edited  it 
with  the  same  care  as  was  given  to  the  first  collection,  calling  to  his  aid  the  youth  and 
enthusiasm  of  a  committee  of  present  day  students,  Messrs.  Roland  B.  Ferris,  Herbert 
Turney  and  Grenville  B.  Frost.  Some  of  the  old  songs  have  been  omitted  as  having  lost 
their  savour. 


Though  it  is  not  yet  "Forty  Years  On,"  the  days  are  upon  us   (suddenly,  as  it 

seems), 

"When  we  look  back  and  forgetfully  wonder 

What  we  were  like  in  our  work  and  our  play." 

The  original  committee  has  been  disbanded.  It  no  longer  controls  the  publication. 
One  of  its  members  died  some  years  ago.  Another,  Major-General  M.  S.  Mercer,  C.B., 
who  has  been  much  in  our  minds  and  hearts  during  these  troublous  years  of  the  Great 
War,  has  fallen  in  his  country's  cause  in  Flanders,  after  chivalrous,  heroic  and  effec- 
tive service.  Others — in  law,  in  the  church,  in  journalism,  in  business  life — find  little 
leisure  for  song  or  even  for  reminiscence.  But  for  old  times'  sake,  and  in  remem- 
brance of  the  launching  of  that  early  venture,  the  surviving  members  may  be  allowed  'to 
bespeak  a  friendly  reception  for  this  new  work,  built  upon  their  undertaking  of 

years  ago. 

J.  D.  S. 

Toronto,  January,  1918 


COMMITTEE  OF  1887 

JOHN  J.  FERGUSON,  Methodist  Minister,  Unionville,  Ontario, 
JOHN  W.  GARVIN,  Insurance,  Toronto. 

ROBERT  M.  HAMILTON,  Presbyterian  Minister,  Brockville,  Ontario. 
WILLIAM  J.  HEALY,  Journalist,  Winnipeg. 

FRED.  B.  HODGINS,  Anglican  Clergyman,   one  of  the   editors  "The  Churchman," 
New  York. 

ROBERT  L.  JOHNSTON,  Barrister,  Toronto. 

JAMES  EDMUND  JONES,  Chairman  of  Committee,  Barrister,  Toronto. 

NEWTON  KENT,  Toronto,     (ob.) 

MALCOLM  S.  MERCER,  C.B.,  Barrister,  Toronto,  Major-General,  Commanding  3rd 
Division,  Canadian  Expeditionary  Force.    Killed  in  action,  1916. 

JOHN  D.  SPENCE,  Secretary  of  Committee,  Barrister,  Toronto. 
ARCHIBALD  H.  YOUNG,  D.C.L.,  Professor  in  Trinity  University,  Toronto. 
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GOD  SAVE  THE  KING 
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go-      ri     -  ous,     Long         to     reign  o  ver     us 


2  O  Lord  our  God.  arise, 
Scatter  his  enemies, 

And  make  them  fall ; 
Confound  their  poll; 
Frustrate  thrir  knavish  tricks  j 
On  him  our  hopes  we  fix  ; 

God  save  ui  all. 


.3  Thy  choicest  gifts  in  store 
On  him  be  pleased  to  pour  ; 

Long  may  he  reign  : 
May  he  defend  our  laws. 
And  ever  give  us  cause 
To  sing  wiih  heai  t  and  voice, 

God  save  the  King. 
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AMERICA. 

(MY  COUNTRY,  TIS  OF  THEE.) 

(MIXEB  VOICES.) 


1.  My  coun  try,  'tis      of  thee,  Sweet  land  of  lib  -   er  -  ty,    Of      thee     I       sing;  Landwheremr 

na-tive  coun-  try  thee,  Land  of     the  no  -  ble  free.  Thy  name    I       love;  I        loye    thy 

8.  Let   mu    sic  swell  the  breeze.And   ring  from  all     the  trees  Sweet  Freedom's  song;  Let    mor-tal 

4.  Our    fa-thers'  God.    to  Thee,  Au     thor    of  lib  -  er  -  ty,    To     Thee    we     sing;  Long  may  our 


AMERICA 


la     there  died,  Land  of    the  Pil-grim'spnde,Frora  ev     'ry    moun-tain  side    Let     free-dom 
rocks  and  rills,  Thy  woods  and  tern   pledhillsjMy    heart  with  rap -ture  thrills,  Like  that    a 
tongues  a-wake.  Let    all  that  breathe  par-take,  Let    rocks  their    si  •  lencebreak.The  sound  pro- 
land    be  bright. With  free-dom's  ho  -  ly  light,  Pro  •  tect    us      by  Thy  might.GreatGod.our 
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long. 
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those  dear    rights  which  they    main-tained.    We   swear      to   yield        them 
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U«   -  pie    Leaf,       our        em-blem  dear,      The      Ma      pie    Leaf       for         ev-erl               God 
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save      our     Kins 
:"    'King1, 

our    i  King,  and 
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O  CANADA 

Chant  National. 


Words  by  HON.  JUSTICB  ROOTHIER. 
Translation  by  13.    MORTON  JONES. 

Maestoso  e  risoluto 

it*  ffj  ;-  f,  j  .   i  j  J  J  . 

C.  LAVALLBE. 
arr.  by  T   MaRTiN. 

W-     P    1     Si    m         -5      *      *      *    1     £4—        •-    1    -•  S      "*'     F        I 

W-  r  i    E  '  a~  I1  '  i  i  —  i  —  r-L-f  '  i  .  i  —  F—  I 

I.        O     Ca  -  na  -    da!  Ter    -    re    de     nos  ai     -     eux,                 Ton    front  est 
t.          O     Ca  -  na-    da!   The        land  our    fa-thers    found,                  flow  hright  the 
a.       Sous  1'ceil  de     Dieu,  pres     du  fleu  -  ve  gd    -    ant,                  Le       Ca  -  na 
3.      Neath  Hca-vcns  eye,      be  -  side      a  migh  -  ty  stream,                  Great  grow  thy 

A  AS    A  A.   ±^i  J  A    A          J.  j.  i 

'r  ';/  r  M  f  r-  1  r  r  r  r^  \  f  -p-fr-J 
,f  .  j.  J  ,  J  J  J  J  .  j  —  fj.  ,  j  j.  i  Pj 

P1  f  M  r  r  r  r  '  '•*  y-g:g  '  ^  ;  f<  f  g  1 

ceint     de           fleu-rons  glo-ri     -      eux!             Carton     bras      sait  por  -  ter   1'e 
gar  -  lands         an     thy    fore-head    bound!          For  the         sword  thine  arm  hath  in 
dien    gran     -     dit    en     es  -  pe     -     rant.             II     est           nd    d'u-ne     ra-cc 
sons,      as             they  of  great-ness       dream.           For  the         nice   they  spring  from  is 

A  j      J.  J.  sj.  j.     A      Jl£     A  J1  J.  J£.^ 

r  r    '  —  w* 

f|Jd?  tf   ^/   "'     r^/  1    ^   ^   J   1  '    J       * 

F          g    r    g  .g   I 
r  ji  J.   j^-rrfr^f 

59}  r-t  '^      rif*   f     f?   rcf^E' 

pd                e,     11  —         sait  por-ter  la         croixl         Ton  his    -  toire  est   une  6  -  po  - 
bat  -  tie  borne,  And  hath  raised  the  Cross  on  high;          And  the        po-el's    pen  finds  its 
fid      -       re,    Be      -      ni    fut  son  her  -  ceau.         Le  ciel         a       rnar-que  sa  car  - 
full'    of   pride,  And  a  a/ess-ing  hails  their  birth,        And  the     powers  on  high  have  f  re 

JrsT  J  2>   J  J.  J.  J.   J      J  *  .i  2  A  U 
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^^                 -                  i 

pi     -        e     Des      plus  bril-lants     ex       -     ploits. 
high  -  est  theme    Thy   sim   -  pie   his     -to     -   ry. 
rid      -      re  Dans  '   ce  mon  -  de      nou     -     veau. 
far>d  their  place  with  the  great  ones  of     the            earth, 

\  ^  ^     1      V  f»        1      J      J            1                  1 

j         M*Ad,  .**      ti  i  ^t      +          A 

1  r  r  g  '  H  ' 

Et     ta    va  -  leur, 
And  thy  bold    .hearts, 
Tou-jours  gui  -    d6 
And    the   high    faith 
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de  foi  trem  -  p4    -    e, 

filled  with  <fc  -  w-ted       faith, 
par  s»    lu  -  mie  -  re, 

that  doth  in  -  tp  ire  there    hearts 


Pro  -  16  -  ge  -   ra  nos  foy-ers     et        nos 
Will  guard  our    homey  and  our    lib  -  tr  - 
11     gar-de  -  ra  1'hun-neur  d«    son  dra  - 
Counts  their  flag's  hon-or  as  life's  great-  est 


,[f  *  -'  -  1 

fj   J.  JV 

•T,1  i  j  i 

r-e  1  T=—  i  —  p—  • 

-r  —  r  t 

r  f  s*  r1  ' 

i«r    fj  '  r^r*^ 

droits. 

Pro  -  te  -  ge    - 

ra    nos  foy-ers 

et          nos         droits. 

ty. 

Will    guardour 

homes   and  our 

lit    -     er      -      ty. 

peau. 

11         gar  -  de 

•  ra  1'hon-neur  de 

son          dra      -    peau. 

worth.             Counts  their  flag's 

hon  -  or    as    life's 

great   -   es(         worth. 
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SCOTS   WHA    HAE. 


Words  by  BURN*. 


Arranged  for  Male  Voices  by  T.  M. 


1.  Scots  wha  hae     wi    Wallace  bted,  Scots  wbam  Brace  has   af  -  ten     led.       \\  el-come  to  your 
i.  Wha    will  be      a        trai-tor  knave?  Wha  will  fill      a        oow-ard  «*  grave.?  Wha  sae  base  as 
3    By        op-pree-sions,  woes  und  pains,  By  oar  sons  in        ser  -  vile  chains,  We     will  drain  nor 

A 


H^sfcit 
izi*^ 


be         a    Slave  ? 
dear  -  est  veins, 


Or  to  vie  -  to  -  ry. 
L«t  him  turn  nnd  flee. 
Bat  they  shall  be  free. 


Mow's     the  day  and     now  «    the  hour. 
\Vha       for  Scotland's    King    and  law, 
Lay        the  prond  n     -    sur  -  per  low. 

' 


See  tue  front  o(      bat  -  tie     lour, 
Freedom's  sword  will  strongly  draw, 
Ty- rants  {all     in     ev  -  'ry     foe. 


See  ap-proach  proud  Edward's  power,  Chain  and  slu-ve-  ry. 
Free-man  stand,  or  free  -  man  fa',          Let    him  fol-low     me. 
Lib  -  er  -  ty's    in      ev  -  'ry  blow,         Let    as   do   or      die. 


r 


RULE   BRITANNIA. 


ARR.  BY  THEODORE  MARTENS. 


1.  When 

2.  The 

8.  Still 
4.  Thee 


Brit  -  Bin 

Na     -  tions 
more    ma 
haugh  -  ty 


not 
jes 

ty 


at        Heav'n.s 
so        bleat 

-  tic       shalt 

-  rants  ne'er 


com  -  mand, 
as    tbee 
thon  rise, 
shall  tame ; 


A  - 

Mast 
More 
All 


rose from  oat  the  a    •    -    zure  main, 

in their  torus  to  ty  -     -     rants  fall; 

dread    -    •    •     ful  from  each  for     -    eign  stroke : 
their attempts  to  bend          thee  down 


Arose,  arose  from  out    the 
Mast  in,  must  in  their  tarns  to 
More  dreadful, dreadful  from  each 
All  their,  all  their  at-tempts  to 


i^»  _  -0-lf-          «w.      ^^" 


a   -   zure     main- 
ty  -  rants  fall ; 
for-  eign  stroke : 
bend  thee  down, 


This  was  the  Ohar-ter,  the  Char-ter  of  the  land,  And 

While  them  shall  flourish,  shall  flourish  great  and  free,  The 

As  the  load . .  blast, . .  loud  blast  that  tears  the  skies,  Serves 

Will    but    a -rouse,..       a  -  rouse  thy  gen'  rous  flame,  To 


BOLJ5  BRITANNIA 


/ 


-  ian  An     -  •     pels  sung   this    strain, 

dread  and  en    -  -     ry  of      them     all. 

bat  to  root  thy  na      live       Ok. 

work  thoir  woe  and  thv     re  -  :»fv,o. 


Bole, 


Bri-ten  nia,      Bri 


tan- nia  rules  the  waves    For        Brit    -    r:i  -        nev- 


er     ehall    be    slaves. 


« -— *-^  -  -j»- 
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CHORUS. 
1st  ana  *nd. 


Rale,  Bri-tan-nia,     Bri-tan-nia  rule  the  waves,         for    Bri  •  tons     pcv      •     et    shall    be  slaves. 
ALTO. 


ft.   To  thee  belong  the  rural  reign, 

Thy  cities  shall  with  commeree  shine 
All  thine  shall  be  the  subject  main. 
And  ev'ry  shore  it  circles  thine. 
Bole,  Britannia,  do. 


6.    The  Musen,  still  with  Freedom  found. 

Shall  to  thy  happy  coasts  repair; 
Blest  Isle!  with  matchless  Beanty  crown'd 
And  manly  hearts  to  guard  the  Fair. 
Bule,  Britannia,  <6o. 


Chora  may  be  sung  in  two  voices  by  omitting  th«  second  Soprano. 


MARCH  OF  THE  MEN  OF  HARLECH. 


W*r*»  by  WILLIAM  DUTHIE.* 

at       f  Tempo  martini*. 


Harmoi.ii'HO.rMaleVol«»byT.  tl. 


il 


1,  Men  of  Har-lech  1  in  th-  hoi-low,  Do  ye  hear, like  rush  ing  bil-low,  Wave  on  wave  that 
'Tis  the  tramp  of  Sax-on  f«e-men,  Sax-on  spearmen,  Saxon  bowmen, — Be  they  knights  or 

9.  Bock  -  y  steeps  and  [>a8s-es  nar-row  Flash  with  spear  and  flight  of  arrow  Who  would  think  of 
Hurl  the  reel-ing  horseman  ov  -  er  1  Let  the  earth  dead  foemen  cover  I  Fate  of  friend,  of 


i 


m 


*£ 
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Flag    we 

Blow  for  blow  i. 


bolts       in 
fhritk>       to 


The     pla  -  cid  sky,  now  bright  on  high,  Shall  launch 
In        dead-ly  look    or    bat  -  tie  shock,  And    m  r 


thu.n-der. 
hea-ven  ! 


On-ward  I  'tis    oar      conn-try  needs  tu>.    He        is     brav-est,      bo    who  leads  us  ! 
Men    of      Har-lech  !  young  or    hoar  -  y,  \VoulH  you  win       a     name     iu     sto  -  i  y  ? 


i 


* 


Hon  -  our's      self       now    proud  -  ly      heads   m«  I         Cam  -  bria,     God,       and      Riflitl 
Strike  for       home,      for       life,     for       glor  -  y  I         Cam  -  bria,     God,       and      Bight  I 


fe^H^priW^ 


•By  permiM'o    of  M -fin.  NOVMI.I.U   EWKK  A  Oo. 


THE    MINSTREL    BOY. 


W*rdt  by  MOORE. 


Arranged  by  BALPE. 


I.      The        m 


MM 


2.      Th« 


min  -  strel  boy       to   the       war    is    gone.     In    the    ranks      of      death       you'll 
min  -  strel  fe  1,     but   the      foe -man's  chain  Could  not    bring    thai   proud        soul 


ami         him ;  HU      fa  -  ther'H  «word   he  hath   gird  - ed    on.  And    his    wild  harp    siu\.^  be- 

iii.  .     .   der;   The  harp      he    lovgd     ne'er      spoke  a  -  gain,  For     he     tore    its      chords          a- 


f^i  j  ittg^ 


; 


, 

im. 


hind        him.          "Land    of       song!"   said  the      war-rior  bard,     "  Tho'      all       the  world  be- 
gan    -      der,     And  said,  "  No     chain         shall         sul  •  ly    thee,       Thou    soul        of    love  and 


SHI 


£*£ 


iruvi  thee,  One  sword  al  least  thy  rights  shall  guard,  One  faith  -  ful  harp. . . .  shall  praise  tbee." 
•         ryl  Thy  aonga  were  made  for  the  pure  and  free,  They  shall  never  sound. .     in      slav   -   'ry  " 


BATTLE-HYMN  OF  THE  REPUBLIC. 


(MIXZD  VOICES.) 


Allegretto. 


1.  Mine. . 
8.1      have 
8.  I     have 
4.  He    has 
6.  In    the 


^F: 

eyes    have  seen    the     glo  -  ry     of      the   com  -  ing     of       the  Lord;       He       is 
seen    Him    in.      the  watch-fires    of        a     nnn-dred  cir  -  cling  camps;     They  have 
read      a      fie  -   ry     gos  -  pel,  writ      in  .bnr-nished  rows    of    steel;     "As       ye 
sound -ed  forth   the  tram-  pet  that   shall  nev  •  er    call      re -treat;       He       is 
beau  -  ty     of      the     HI  -  lea,  Christ  was  bom     a  -  cross    the    sea,         With    a 


•rjH)  —  K  R  — 

n*  fc—  f  T~ 
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—  ^  —  3*  —  ^  —  s  —  "i  —  ^   B    ft 

tramp  ^  ling     out       the      vin  -  tage  where     the 
build  -   ed      Him      an       al    -    tftr       in        the 
deal       with     my      ton  -  tern  -  ners,     so       with 
sift    -     ing      out      the   hearts      of      men       be  - 
glo    -     ry       in        his       bo   -    som    that    trans 

p):,i>  £  .  —  C  —  *-:  —  to  —  to-  —  V  —  to  .  ••£- 

grapes      of     wrath     are    stored;      He    hath 
eve  -  ning   dews     and  damps;               can 
yon       my    grace    shall    deal;       Let    the 
fore       his    judg  •  ment  -  seat  ;        Oh,     be 
-  fig  •    ures    yon       and      me;        As      he 

if"rr'r'-,rri 

E*l>    P       g  —  1 
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loosed  the  fate-  ful  light-ning  of     His    ter  -  ri  -  ble  swift  sword,  His  truth  is  march-ing 

read     his  right-eous  sen-tence  by     the  dim  and  flu  r  •  ing  lamps,  His     day  is  march-ing 

He    -    ro,  born    of  worn  -  an. crush  the    ser- pent  with    his   heel,  Since  God  is  march-ing 

prift,   my  soul,     to    an  -swerHim!  be     ju   -  bi  -  lant,  my   feet  I  Ojur     God  is  march-ing 

die 


¥ 
d 


ied      to  make  men  ho  -   ly,  let      us 


to  make  men  free,    While  God    is  march-ing 


on. 
on. 
on." 
on. 

on. 


±* 
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CHORUS. 
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Glo  -  ryl    glo  •    ry!  Hal  -  le  -  lu    -    jahl      Glo  -    ryl    gb  -  ryl  Hal   -  le  -  In     •     jfthl 


f.r.m — m  •...» 
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Glo  -    ryl     gk>   -    ry,   Hal    -    le  -    In    -    jahl        His     troth     is      march  -  ing        on. 


-« « F    •       m 
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FAREWELL  TO  THE  FOREST. 

Arranged  for  If  •!•  volcM  ftora  MENDELSSOHN. 


1.  0   hills,  O  vales    of  plea  -  sure,  O  woods  with  verdure  dressed,  Where  all  the  charms  of 

2.  In    aha  -  dy  glen    re  -  din  -  ing,    I   trace   the  wrong  and  right ;  The  beam  of    rea  .  son 
S.  And  I  must  soon  re  -  sign     ye,  For  scenes  of    toil  and    strife ;  Ah  1  why  doe*  fate  oon- 


J.  /.•).  JiJ  J  J.  J) 


When  fur  from  yon  I 
The  book  I  read  is 
Though  called  from  yon  by 


lei    -    sure,  80    oft    have  calmed  my  breast,  When  far  from  yon 
shin  -  ing,  Shows  vir  -  tne  ev    -    er  bright—  The  book  I     read 
sign      me    To  play      the  farce      of  life  ?  Though  called  from  you 


I  wan  -  -  der, 
is  Na  -  ture's, 
by  da  -  -  -  ty, 


.  fn 

When  far  from  yon  I  wander, 
The  book  I  read  is  Nature's. 
Though  oall'd  from  you  by  du  -  ty 


IxMt    in     the  worldly    train.       My       heart  will    fond  -  ly     pon  -  -  der.  And  r.igh    for  yon     a 
There  sim-ple  truths  ap  -  pear,     And    though  she  change  her     fea  -  -  tares,  Her  dio  -  tates  still  are 
Still,  whereso  -  e'er    I     stray.     The      spir  -  it        of '   your  bean   -   -  ty    Will  nev  -  er  fad*    a- 


r  c'gr  rr 


My  heart  will  food  -  ly     pon  -  der,  And  sigh        for  yon 

And  though  she  change  her  fea  -  tares,  Her  die  -  tates          still 
The      spir  •  it      of    your  bean    -    ty  Will     ne   -    -  ver  fade 


J    J  , 


are      clear. 

a    -    way. 

I     jl    -3- 


heart  will  fond  -  ly     pon    • 

though  the  change  her  faa    . 

*Hr  -  U     of   your    bsaa 


dio 


tor  yon  a  -  gain. 
«•*••  still  are 


OLD   VOICES. 

«th«p»«t  never  oonwulieek;  oar  fanciM  »ra  bat  the  ld«&lgh<»ti  of  thing*  that  were/ 

— faof. »  P.  xonNb 


W«nta  by  W.  W-  CAMPBELL,  -85. 
A  mlantr,  quail  reeUaUfo. 
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I    stand    on  the  oonftDes  at  ( 


f 


r 


§^ 


j.    • 
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put  to-night,  The  world  that  is  gone  b«  -  i^n.   And    in    the  atrft  flicker     of  the  file's  dim  light,  Old 


fc 


i  ^ 
gj 


1 


S& 


J|  Ji 


ihsdowe  ite«l          be-fore  my    sight,  From  its  stnuiRe    and  mis  •   ty    shore. 


ir 


by  -  -  gone  mormon  are  in        my    ears,         And  sweet  lip«    touch        my  eheeks, 


OLD  VOICES. 


old,    old      tone*        that    no       one    hears,    %»t      steal    to  me  from  the    iad      old  yean,  And 


But       on-ly    the  rhythm    of  an    old  time  tune,  That  etealedown  the ball»  ol 


.  fr  E 
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j-j  , 


act 


time;     And  oomeeto  aoft  like  tbe  far  off    rone     Of  a  «treamthatg|eep«tiiro'tlieaiie-i>oon,     Or     a 


f 


OU>  VOICES. 


dis  -  tant  evening     chime 


And  in  the  si-lone*    that 


in  -  tor  -  venes,      Sad    voi  -  oes        wh;s  -  per    low : 


'Come     back  onoe   more     to  the 


Ji     <»  <    •  i»  s  i      N    f1  I —   f1  f1  I      ml    f1  i      i      t      hi     f1  I      fr  ft  I    •  NI 


lored    old  aeenea,  To  the       dim    old  regions  of      boy-hood's  dreams,  The  sweet  world  yon  used     to 

n  n  n, 


know,   the  sweet        world. 

\  *f 


yon  used to    know.". 
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CHORAL  MARCH. 

«=* 


V.  E.  BECKER. 


r 


On, 


,    gal-lant    oom  -  pa  -  ny,  with    niea-uured  step  and    uoiig;          While      cheer-ful 


52=n_^ 
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Left,      right,       strict  in    time, 


re  -  souud.  the    way      is      ne  -  ver      long 


Left,      right,       strict  in  time, 


Firm       step,  close    in       line, 


-P 


la  la  la       la      la       la  Straight  a  •  head,  nought  shall  stay     Onr      tri  - 1 

'  *^J=J=JUJ5n=:aa=fe^ 
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,  Firm        step,  close     in       line, 

la    la    la    In    la    la,  Left,     right,    strict    in       time.        Firm     step,     close   in     line, 


way;  On  t 


La  la      la        la      la       la  la  a     la      la       la      1* 


Left,     right,    strict    in       time.        Firm      step,     close    in     line. 

Love,. 


straight  a    -    head,     nought  shall  stay   our    glor  -     -  ions     way.  Trn   ta   ra      ta. 
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joy.. ..  and....      ma    -    - 
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In    -      •      - .  vite as on. 


la  la  la         la  la  la  la 
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la  la  la  la         la  la  la  la  la 
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Lore,  joy,     and  "      ma 

•  By  iwnaiMloa  of  Bovni  AMUO-X  Bvwrw  ttq. 


MABC7. 
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la  to.          Thai    injol-ly     cam  -  pa  -  ny,  Wan-der    we,    light  and  free,    Mak-u%,  aawe 


vite      us.... 
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roam,  Kaoh  rest-ing  -  plaoe  our  home,  As  we  roam,  As  we  roam,  As  we  roam.Ev'ry  plaoe  our  bom*. 


Tmo 


Sohnun,  aohrom,  •ohrnm,  sohrum,  When    we  wea  -  ry        are     at  night,  Beam*   the  ulxnttttl 


to  to  to  to    la  to       to  1ft 
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hoe-tel  light,         Qniok  -  ly    in.     For  with  -  in   Good  -  ry  oheera  -  waits;.. ...... 
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to  la  la  la 


to   to   to   to   to 
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Pret-ty  maidens  whom  we  meet.  Gal  -  tont-ly     we      al  -  ways  greet ;  Ere  we     part, 
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to  to  to  to   la   U       la  to  to  la   la    to 


Si 
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Many      a     heart  Owns  thetroan  -  tie  sway.  •  Tea,         sway 
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Hol-to      hoi  Hal-la 
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ho  i  We're  light  aud  free  where'er  we  go,  Hol-la      hoi  hol-Ja      hoi  W«*t« 
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hoi -U  hoi  hol-lahot 


ol-la   hoi 


light    and  free  where'er    we      go;  Love  and  joy  and  mu 
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id  ma    -    -    Bio, 


Love         and          joy  and 


•io  aw 


book' 


•    ning  as  on    -  •     ward, 
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•II     '  in-vito  ni       on    -    -    ward,  all          in-vite        n*      on  -  -  ward.      Yea, 


Love  and     joy  and  ma    -    -         -    no 


^=^ 


all        in-vite     n 


•ome     ma 
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on    -         ward,    la   la   la       la      la        la      la  la        la   la     la      la      la        la   la    la       U 
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la    la  la  la   la    la  la  la      la   '.a  la  la   la   la  la  la,  Hol-la   la  1»  la. 
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Prize  College  Song  of  the  University  of  Toronto. 

"TORONTO" 

or 
The  Pride  of  the  North. 


Voice. 


Piano. 


Marziale. 


Words  and  Music  by  H.  H.  GODFREY.. 
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1.  Where  smiles  the  lake     'neath    a       sky        ev- er    blue, 

2.  Where  springs  the  turf         on     the  camp   -   us    so   green,— 

3.  Up      with      the  Blue       and    the  White!      let  them  wave 


Fff 
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Where  blooms  the  ma  -  pie  tree, 

There       too,    her  sons     are  seen; 

High       o'er      the  old     grey  tower: . 


There  stands  Tor  -  on  -  to     the 

Each    man  -  ly  sport  has      a 

Forth  from    its    por-tals  have 


J)1/     J)   7    '  J)  7    j)  7 
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Used  by  permiMion  of  Whaley-Royce  &  Co. 
Owner*  of  Copyright, 
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Pride 

home 

stepped, 


of  the  North; 
in  their  hearts; 
in  their  might, 


And     her 
And     its 

This      Do 


ohil      -       dren      all       are 
cham     -     pions      oft    they've 
min      -       ion's      men       of 


a' tempo 


stacc. 


tt 


we — 
been., 
power. 


Yes,—  we  are  from  Tor 
Yes,_  they  win  for  Tor 
Yes,_  they  come  from  Tor 


on 
on 


on 
A 


to, 

to,. 

to. 


Our  Al  -  ma 
With  light  la- 
Our  no  -  ble 


Ma  -  ter, 
crosee  stick 
states  -  men, 

A  A 


our  moth  -  er .    dear; 

or      fly  -  ing     ball, 

our      sol-  diers     true; 


And      proud  -  ly     now    we     sing    her 
And        gai    -    ly       so  they'll   rush    to 
And      fond  -    ly     each  one    hails   the 


prais 

vict 

mem 


OB,  That  all  may  know  that  her  sons  are 
'ry,  When  e'er  they  march  at  their  Coun  -  try's 
'ry  of  Jhat  dear  spot  neath  the  White  and 


near. 
call._ 
Blue. . 


REFRAIN.    With  dignity. 

ff 


All    Hail    to.  theelTor  -   on-to,_     Proud     Mis -tress  of    the         North! With 


rail. 


ft  '   r  r  r 

he  art,  and  voice    we 
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praise  thee,           As 

i  1  1  ;  1  

we     go       march  -  ing 
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Alternative  Refrain  for  male  voices.  (Air  in  first  Bass.) 
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All      Hail     to  theelTor-    on-to,_      Proud  Mis  -  tress 

of  the 

North!  With 

jy 
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heart   and    voice  .   we     praise  thee,  As        we     go march  -  ing   forth 
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Slowly. 

lit  ft  2nd  Tem>r 


The  Harp  that  Once  thro1  Tara's  Halls. 

Arranged  by  TUBODORC  MAKTBNS. 


J-J-*   j  ,  J-J-J- j-r-J-J 
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Harp  that  once  thro'     Ta-ia's   halls,  '1  he    soul  of    niu-sic     shed,  ofmusit  shed, 
1st  Bass.     Air 


m 


The  narf>  that  once  tnro       Ta-ra's  halls.  The     soul  of    mu-sic       shed, 

2nd  Bass. 


Now 


^s^ULJ-JSEgz^fc^-t  j  j  j  j 


that  soul  were 


So 
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hangs 

as  mute  on          Ta-ra's 
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hangs 

as  mute  on 

I'a-ra's    walls,  As 

-f—  f  —  r—  --• 

if  that     soul  were 
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Jed,  were  fled  So 
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sleeps  the  pride  of  days. 


the  thrill  is  o'er  and  hearts  that 


sleeps     (he  pride  of 


former  days,     So 
diys 


glo-ry's  thrill      is     o'er And 


rit. 


J- 


allarg.   assai 


..once  beat         high    for  praise,  Now      feel    that  pulse  no       more. 
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hearts  i  hat  once  beat         high  lor  praise,  Now        feel   mat  pulse  no         more 


r+—p- 


hearts       once  beat         high     for  praise.Now  feel  that  pulse  no  more.that  pulse  no  more. 


THE  HARP  THAT  ONCE  THRO' TARA'S  HALLS. 


j-j-j-j 


Hi 


J— L 
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Air 


Mo. e  to  chiefsand       la-dies  bright  The    harp  of     Ta-ra    swells,  of  Tara swells: 


it 


£ 


m 


No    more  to  chiefs  and     la-dies  bright    The    harp  of   Ta-ra        swells: The 
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of    ru-  in    tells 
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chord  a  -1  >ne,  that      breaks  ru  in      tells, it  tells.    Thus 
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chord  a  -lone,  that     breaksai  night,  its         taleof       ru    -    in  t -lls.ic  tt-lls.    I  hus 
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the  throb  she  gives  is  when  some 


free-dom  now 


boX. 
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sel-dom 


When some 


free-dom  now     so  sel-dom  w  ikes, The  on-ly    throb     she  gives. . 


Is 


J=r=n^ 


heart 


Tit. 
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heart in   -     dit:-runt      breaks,  To       show  |th;it  still    it  lives 


^5 


wiien  S'linelieart    it>          dig-nant     breaks,  To       show  t^iat  still    it  lives 


I        I 
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lives  that  still  it  lives. 


OLD  GRIMES. 


Words  by  A.  Q.  GREENE. 


Tun*,— "Aru>  l*so  Bnrm.' 


M 

1    Old  Grimes  is  dead,  that  good  old  man,  We  ne'er  shall  see  him  morn;   He     used     to  wear  a 
2.  His    heart  was  o  -  pen       as    the  day,  His  feel-ings    all  were   trun  ;     His     hair  was  some  in 


CHORUS. 


long  black  coat,    All     but-toned  down  be  -  fore.  I      Qld  Grim      o,d  Grimo8i  old  Grimes,  old  Grimes,  old 
alined    to  gray,    He    wore      it    in       a    queue  j 
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Oriiaae,  old  Grimm,  old  Grimes,  Old  Grimes,  old  Grimes,  old  Griinea.  oM  Grlmnn,  old  Grimes,  old  Grimes, old  Grimes 


I.   Whene'er  he  heard  the  voice  of  pain, 

His  breast  with  pity  burned ; 
The  large  round  head  upon  his  CUM, 
From  ivory  was  turned. 

4.    Kind  words  he  ever  had  for  all, 

He  knew  no  base  design ; 
His  eyes  were  dark  and  rather  small. 
His  nose  was  aquiline. 

•.    He  lived  at  peace  with  all  mankind. 

In  friendship  he  was  true; 
Bin  coat  had  pocket- holes  behind. 
His  pantaloons  were  blue. 

6.   Unharmed,  the  sin  which  earth  pollute*, 

He  passed  securely  o'er, 
And  never  wore  a  pair  of  boots. 
For  thirty  years  or  more. 


7.  But  good  old  Grimes  is  now  at  rest, 

Nor  fears  misfortune's  frown  , 

He  wore  a  double-breasted  vest, — 

The  stripes  ran  np  and  down. 

8.  He  modest  merit  sought  to  find, 

And  give  it  its  desert, 
He  had  no  malice  in  his  mind, 
No  ruffles  on  his  shirt. 

9.  His  neighbors  he  did  not  abuse. 

Was  sociable  and  gay, 
He  wore  nor  lefts  nor  rights  for  shoes. 
And  changed  them  every  day 

10.    His  knowledge,  hid  from  public  gaze. 

He  did  not  bring  to  view. 
He  made  a  noise  town-meeting  days. 
As  many  people  do. 


11.   Thus,  undisturbed  try  aniiong  care*, 

Hi°  peaceful  moments  ran, 
And  everybody  said  he  was 
A  fine  old  gentleman. 


THE  BLUE    AND  WHITE. 


Words  by  Rev.  CLARIS  EDWIN  SILCOX,  '08. 


Music  by  CLAYTON  E.  BUSH,  '07. 
Arr.  by  J.  D.  A.  Tripp. 


1.  Old  To  -  ron-to,     moth-er    ev-er     dear,      All   thy      sons  thy      ve  -  ry  name    re - 

2.  Soon  our    col-leg«  days  will  all   be     past,         Du-ty     bids    us   part  from  friends  at 
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vere       Yes,  we     hail  thee, Ne'er  will  fail  thee  But  will    seek  thy  gio  -  ry  with  our  might,(yes 
last        But  we'll      se-ver,  Trust-ing-    "ev  -  er  Love  for 'Var  -  si   -   ty  may   us     u  -    nite"(u- 
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we  are)  Ev-er        loy-al,  faith -fill,  frank  and  strong-,  We  will  sound  thy  prais  -es     in     our 
nite    us) Then  we'll  serve  the  moth-er     of      us     all,       And  the    mer  -  ry    days     of  youth    re  - 
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song-;    Aye,  and     cheer  both     loud     and       long-,  The       Roy  -  al        Blue    and         White, 
call,  While, what  -  ev  -  er       may      be   -    fall,  We'll    flauftt  the       Blue   and         White. 
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CHORUS. 


r  r 


To-ron-to   is  our   Uh  -  i-ver-si  -  ty  Shout,  oh  shout,  men  of     ev-'ry  fac-ul  -  ty       Ve  -   lut 


J  J'.J-.J 


ar-boT     ae-vo,   May  she  ev-er  thrive    O     God   for-ev-er  bless  our  Al-ma    Ma-ter. 
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I.  ITORIA. 

(TORONTO  VERSION.) 


r.  C.  WAOE.-sa. 
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le        bloom-ing  fresh-man  dons    his  gown,  Swe  •  de  -  le  •  we -dam     bam.  And 
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DOIT. 


walks  ye  earth  with  awful  frown,  8we-de   le  -  we-dum  bum.  He    sees  ye  maidens'  glances  sly, 


t 


Swe  -  de  -  le  -  we-tchu  -  hi  -  ra  -  sa,  And   roll-eth   hU  mag-net  -  ia  eye,     Swe  -  de  -  le  -  we  -  dum  bum. 


CHORUS 
-       IsTAXDgNn  TBNOR. 


Li      -        to      -       ri 

1ST 


11 1  Li     -    to 


a  1  Swe    -de    -    )e     •     we  -  tcbn 


UTORIA. 
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to     -    n    •  .a !       Swe    -  de  -  le    -  we  -  dum  bum. 
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1.  Ye  blooming  freshman  dons  his  gown, 
And  walks  ye  earth  witli  awful  frown. 
He  sees  ve  maidens'  glances  sly, 

And  rolleth  his  magnetic  eye. 

2.  He's  brought  before  ye  Mufti's  throne, 
'Mid  sulphurous  smoke  and  muffled  groan*, 

'Mid  red-hot  brands  and  boiling  tar, 
He  scenteth  danger  from  afar. 

8.  Ye  spikes  cut  deep,  ye  race  IH  run, 
He  rides  ye  chariot  of  ye  son. 
Ye  brat;  is  put  on  Ixion's  wheel, 
L'Inferno's  inmost  caverns  reel. 

4.  Ye  ritual  he  chanteth  now, 
Dread  Lucifers  attend  liis  vow  ; 
Ye  sounds  die  'wuy,  ye  ordeals  cer.se, 
"Ad  iidliaiidos  tiroitet." 

6  As  tiniest  voice  from  tiniest  star, 
Or  monkish  monotone  afar, 
Ye  freshman's  shattered  accents  rise, 
Ye  mask  is  lifted  from  his  eyes. 

6.  To  'Varsity  men  this  tale  I  speak. 
For  making  men  and  killing  cheek, 
Stick  up  for  your  formalities, 
"Ad  initiandos  tiroiies." 


THE    FRESHMAN'S  VERSION. 

N.  H.  RDSSEIX,  '87. 

1.  Ye  'Varsity  man  has  doffed  bis  gown, 
He  wields  a  stick,  but  wears  no  frown 
He  sings  about  ye  freshman's  cheek, 
But  on  him  vengeance  we  will  wreak. 

2.  L'Inferno's  caverns  are  his  hall. 
L'Inferno's  lord  is  at  his  call, 
He  sits  upon  1'Inferno's  throne, 

And  thinks  he  hears  ye  freshman  groan. 

3.~Ye  'Varsity  men  assemble  'round, 
With  silence  awful  and  profound, 
And  judgment  give  in  wqrds  like  thonc  • 
"Ad  inititiiido*  tirtmeit." 

4  Ye  minions  scour  earth's  utmost  zone. 
And  seize  ye  freshman  when  alone. 
He's  brought  unto  ye  'Varsity  cells, 
'Mid  to  tnring  jeers  and  miscreant  yells. 

5.  Ye  freshmrn  rise  with  one  accord. 
And  b-eak  ye  ranks  of  that  vile  horde, 
They  burst  ye  'Varsity's  flimsy  chain, 
And  bear  ye  prisoner  back  ;.gam. 

6.  To  freshmen  all  "  this  tale  I  speak," 
For  quelling  those  who'd  hill  our  cheek. 
Down  with  all  informalities, 

"Ad  consfr"/in(iiii  tironet." 


COMMENCEMENT. 


Tien*— "  DRUTSCHES  \VE>H«.itn." 


Wortt  b/  President  WILSON. 


pies  surr  Tlisit  bound  us     to     our     (Jol-Iegs  Halid?   TuoiM      ex-changed  for      le 
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familiar  scenes  df  rainbow  hope 

And  cordial  emulation  ; 
Of  matches  on  thu  College  lawn, 

And  speeches  on  the  nation  I 

Of  Locke  and  Ileg  I,  Comte  and  Kant. 

Of  Jelf  upon  tli  j  Ai  -.icle  ; 
Or  for  a  treat,  a  unnri  «t  Tail's 

Dynamics  of  a  1'ai-ticla  I 


4.    The  genial  converse,  social  cheer 
Of  friendship,  true  us  tender  t 
With  rivals  n.  the  generous  strife 
For  Fume,  uml  no  surrender 

C.   Farewell,  yn  dear  old  College  joys 5 

'Tis  in  some  novel  fense  rr»eat»6 
This  ending  of  life's  joliiest  <1a;'S, 
A. id  calling  it  Commencement! 


O    TEMPORA,  O   MORES. 


Translation  by  W.  H.  ELLIS    V 

ttlryrrtto.     SOLO 
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1'liere  wae        a     jol  -  ly      fid  •  dler  took    a     walk        a  •  lout;  the    Nile.  O 

crept     out    of    the     wa  •  •  •  -  »er      a    great      big  cro  -  co  -  diJe,  O 


SOLO 


CHORUS 
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meal    of      him,    O       was  -  n'     that     a 


O       was  -    n't  that     a       jol  -  ly     lark,     O 


was    -   n't  that    a       go?  O      was  -    n't  that    a       jol  -  ly     lark,     O 
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tern    •  po-ra,      O  -  hoi..    .   o          ma -lie  charms  the  sav  -  age  beast,  as        W3          all         know. 
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••in    -po-ra,       O  -  hoi O        mu  -  sio  charms  the   sav  -  a>;e  beast,  as        we          all        know. 


0  TEMPORA,  O  MORES. 


2.   The  fiddler  drew  his  fiddle  oat,  I  tell  you  pretty  quick, 

C  iampora,  O  mores ; 
And  straight  across  his  fi  Idle  strings  he  arew  his  riddle-stiok. 

O  tempora,  O  mores ; 
Allegro,  dolce,  presto,  now  wasji't  that  a  go  ? 

Oh  wasn'tthat  a  jolly  lark,  O  tempers,  Oho; 

Oh  music  charms  the  savage  beast,  as  we  all  kno*. 

8.   He  had'nt  played  a  dozen  bars,  before  the  crocodile, 

O  tempora,  O  mores  ; 
Began  to  dance' a  Highland  fling  beside  the  ancient  Nile, 

O  tempora,  O  mores  ; 
Then  polkas,  galops,  waltzes,  oh  wasn't  that  a  go?  &c 

4.   Then  round  and  round  upon  the  sand  they  dan  jed  like  one  o'clock, 

O  tempora,  O  mores  ; 
Until  against  a  pyramid  his  tail  he  chanced  to  knock, 

O  tempora,  O  mores  ; 
It  fell  and  knocked  six  others  down,  oh  wasn't  that  a  go?  Ac, 

6.   Now  when  this  awkward  brute  had  knocked  the  pyramids  to  smash, 

O  tempora.  O  mores  ; 
The  tiddler  sought  tile-nearest  pub.  to  try  and  get  some  hash, 

O  tempora,  O  mores  ; 
He  called  for  Bass's  Bitter  Beer,  oh  wasn't  that  a  go?  &c. 

6.  A  fiddler's  throat  is  like  a  hole,  uncommon  hard  to  fill, 

O  tempora,  O  mores ; 
And  if  he  hasn't  finished  yet.no  doubt  he's  drinking  still, 

O  tempora,  O  mores ; 
Then  let  us  all  drink  with  him,  O  won't  that  bs  a  go?  Aa. 


Allegro,  mf. 


JINGLE,  BELLS. 


gEJg£g~g-Ajs 
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Toic». 
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1.  Dash-ing   thro'   the    snow, 

2.  A  day  or   4wo     a     -    go, 

3.  Now    thegronnlis    white; 


In    a/      one-horse    o   -   pen    sleign, 
I          thought  I'd  take        a      ride, 

Go       it  while  you're  young, 


And 


PIANO. 


^ 


O'er   the  fields  we     go, 
soon  Misa  Fannie  Bright 
Take  the  girls    to  nicht, 


Laughing  all  the  way  ;  Bells  on  bob-tail  ring, 

Was     seated  by  my  side.  The  horse  was  lean  and'  lank  ;.     Mis- 

And  sing  this  sleighing  song.     Just    get     a  bob-tailed  bay,          Two 


i 


Maki..«  spir-ita  bright;          What    fun   it  is  to  ride  and  sin*  A  sleighing  son?  to-night! 
f,,rtun«  seemed  his  lot ;  He      got    i»-to  a  drifted  bank,  And  we.  we     got     up  -  *>t. 

(or-ty      for     hi»  8l>«ed  ;  Thenhitch  him  toan  open  sleigh.  Andcrack!  you'll  takethelwd. 


E      E^E  3- 

-- 


Jingle.  IM-.HS!  ji'iyle.  lit-Msl 


jiii-lile,      j-n-gle.     jin-yle 


_*-£- 

*—  »T- 
*—*z: 
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Jingle.      jingle,       Jingle.       jingle, 


.ill        llie   way 


g^-^P   — -    S 


Oh  I  what  fun   it  ii    to  ride  In   a    one-horse  o]>cn  gleigh Jinylc.    liella,        jingle,  btlli-. 


one-home  open 


jingla,   jingle,  jinj.i. 


JINGLE,  BELLS 


jtiii>lu  uli     the  way, Oh  !  what  fun  it    is   to  ride  In  a  one-burse    opvn  sleigb  ! 

jintjle,  jingle,  jingle,  I 


Oh  i  what  fun  it   is   to  ride  In  n.  one-horsfe-  open 


THE    BOOTS. 


Koderato.    «•/ 


Voice. 


d 


1.  'rbe         fes    •    tal   day    ii,is  coma, 
i.  Come,  join        in  mirth  and  song, 


And      bright  •  ly     beams      the  morn       inj.<;     The 
With      young  hearts  loud     -    ly    buat  •   mg.        Sip 


sun  penpa  forth  a-fresh. 
|)lcn-anr«  while  we  may, 


Our    test  •  ul      day         a-dorn  -  ing.   Hurrah  ! 
For    e»rth-ly   joys       are  fleet-ing, 


Hurral,:  The 


CHORUS,    In 


s 

\ 
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fe$t  .  «1  il«y      lias  come1      Hnr-r;ih  '  Hur-rah '  The       ft'S'      »1 

— r^-^. -j-»-      .4-»-. 


JLgL.: 

5 p~ 


_+ ^ 


THE    BOOTS. 


AUrgr*  tiwft*.    f 


•Up  -  see,  npnee,  tra  la  la.   la.  Up-aee,  up  -  nee,  tra  la    la     la,      Dp  -  see,  np-aee,  tra  la  la  la,    The 


^       **  *        <^  — - ^ — mt*  *¥ — rt3 —         I,.-.  ,       1, 


vo-lo,  the  Rob-berl       Frm  I)i  -  a  -  vo  -  lo,  the  Bob  -  ber  1        I  hear  theboota.theboote,thebootB,thi 


bb-b-b-b-b-  loo  s,  Fra  Di    .     a  -   vo  -  lo    the  Rob  -  ber,         Coming  down      the  stain. 


BOLO. 


POLLY-WOLLY-DOODLE. 

CHOHUC 


I 


•  11      .    .  i  •  — — »K — _^E — ^  ..  ...  p^    ,_.... , .  .  .   , 


ffi 


1.  Oh,  I     went  down  Soath  for   to      see    my     Sal;     Sing     "  Pol  -  !y  -  wol  -  ly- doo-dle"  all  tha 

2.  Oh,  my     Sal    she    am      a maid- en  fair:     Sing     "  I'ol  -  ly  -  wol  -  ly-doo<ll«"  all  the 


I         I         I 


PUNO.. 


* 


SOLO. 


CHOBUS. 


JS-fr 


« 


day  1 
day  ! 


My  Sal  -  ly    am        a 

With        Uugh-ing  eyes      and 


8pank-y     gal,     Sing  "  Polly-wolly-doodle"  all  th,u 
cur  -  ly      hair,   Sing  "  Poily-wolly-doodle"  all  the 


i 


m 


IE 


CHOIMJS 


day  I  Fare  -  well ! Fare  -  -  well !   .  Fare-well,  my  fai-ry 


-    -    ,        ^ 

Say  I  Fare -well! Fare  -  -well!   Fare-well,  my  fai-ry      fay  I        Oh,  I'm 

day  ',  Bust,  Fn.:  ethoewi'll!  F  iretheewelll  Kare  theewell! F.u-atheewell! 


i 


i 


f  f  < 


off  to  Louiai  -  an-a,  for   to    see  my  Su-ey  An-na,  Singing  "  Polly-wolly-doodle"  all  the  daj  1 


H.  Oh !  I  came  to  a  river,  an'  I  cnnlda't  get  across, 

Sing  "Polly-wolly-doodle,"  all  the  day. 
An'  I  jumped  upon  a  nigger,  for  I  thought  he  was 
a  boss. 

Sing  "  Polly-wolly-doodle,"  all  the  day. 

i.  Oh  I  a  grasshopper  sij&in*  on  a  railroad  track. 
Slug  "  Polly-wolly-doodle,"  all  the  day. 
A-piokin'  his  teef  wid  a  carpet  tack, 

Sing  '  Polly-wolly-doodle,"  «tt  the  day. 


I 


5  Behind  de  barn,  down  on  my  knee*, 

Sing  "  Polly-wolly-doodle,"  all  the  day 
I  thought  I  heard  a  chicken  sneeze, 

Sing  "  Poliy-wolly-doodie,"  all  the  day. 

6.  Re  sneezed  so  hard  wid  de  hoopin'-congh, 

Sing  "  Polly-wolly-doodle,"  all  the  day. 
He  sneezed  his  head  an'  his  tail  right  off. 

Sing  "  Polly-wolly-doodle,"  all  the  day 


THOSE  EVENING  BELLS. 


Words  by 


J.D.  KEIiRISON. 


1    Th£a          even  -  ing  bells,    those      even  -  ing     bells.     How      man  -  y         a      tale      their 
9    Tho^e  joy  -  on!  hours      are      pa8«.-d      a  -   wa>.      Ami       man  -  y         a      heart     that 

BO      'twill  be        when          I         am     gone.  That  tune  -  ful      peal     nil 


==9 — *— T~  ,— 

io  tells         Of         youth  and  home    and  that  sweet  time  When                     I      hard  the], 

t™en"wLRv      With.-i,       the  tomb    now  flnvk  .    !y   dwell..  And  hair.      1.0     more  tb,*, 

Bin"    n"  on!     Wh.le         oth  -  er  bards  shall  walk  these  dells,  And  s.ng     yonr  pntue.  .weet 


J^3=^p—3— 


. 

soothing  chime  Of     v»nth  and  home  a  ,d  that  «weet  time  When  last    I     h..-*nl  their  soothing  clmnr 
even-inor     bc!!s   With  -  iu     the  tomb  now  dark  -  ly  dwells.  And  hears  no     more  those  evening  bel.j 
even-ing     bells.  While  oth  -  er  bards  shall  walk  these  dells.  And  gini?  yonr  praise,  sweet  evening  bell*. 


THE  CRUISE  OF  -THE  BUGABOO." 


Adapted  by  HH.,  'B8 'SS 
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toll         ye       of 
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the        dan               gers    that  are      on       the      deep.       blue 

i 

1  ,  .  

=J  "w~ 

aea  ,  The 
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TilE  CKUISE  OF  "THE  BDGABOO." 


t' 


- 


d:ill 


and       the         hard 


ships,      me      byes,     that 


went    through,  When  I 


m=^=^-=4-^ 
v 5-  -*• 


"*&* 


-4- 


"-•   *  sy^ 


DAL  S     .    rr>R  CHORUS. 


:^cu;rfc  rqt 


slapped     as       cook       and     steward,     me     b\es. 


-  -  boord       7 Vic 


»     •       '.on 


I  shipped  as  cook  and  steward,  me  byes, 

Fur  divil  a  cint  I  had  : 
I  said  j»ood-byt>  to  Mary  Ann. 

And  was  feslin   purty  bad 
As  I  said  good-Bye  to  Hairy  Aim. 

Anil  set  me  face  to  the  west 
I  heard  the  engineer  remark 

That  the  horse  was  doin'  his  Iwot. 

The  first  time  that  I  sec-n  the  ship. 

She  lay  m  Teraulay  street  canal  ; 
She  was  tall,  an'  larye.  aii'  beautiful. 

Forgit  her  shape  1  nivei    ^i^ii! 
Oh,  tlv?  captain  he  wore  a  Ian".-  simw  hat, 

Knee-breeches,  and  a  body-eoar  blue: 
Arrah.  bednd!  the  byes  all  said    he'd  rnake  a  fine 


6. 


^ur  to  ornament  Thr  Butjoboo 

Oh.  the  engineer  he  went  asleep 

As  he  sat  abor>rd  thu  mnl*': 
And  the  second  matt;  called  uui  to  him 

"Arrah,  turn  ihe  rranS    vcu  tix.il:  " 
The  Htuond  mate  huliorod  nnA  swoie.  me  byes, 

Till  he  split  the  hack  ot  hi*  vtbt  ; 
And  the  engineer  woke  up,  and  replied 

Tnat  tho  horse  wns  doui'  his  \u  n 

We  soon  weighfd  anchor  an'  set  sail 

Fur  to  plough  the  rn^in'  surf  ; 
We  wuz  bound  for  the  hoc;  of  Altaghen 

For  to  yit  a  liri'l  of  nirf 
We  sailed  all  nljhi  until  we  reached 

The  buck  of  1'ic'limoml  Barracks  so  true: 
And  the  <>all»ii.t  Kitrhty-Sixth  fired  a  royal 
sa  nte  of  hnuks 

At'.he,  I'ti^'tjrn  «»j'  rhf  litnjabnf). 

Then  the  captain  pined  all  hands  an  deck, 

Fur  to  answer  the  £&lute  ; 
And  he  "rabbed  ahold  of  a  niatlin    spike 

And  the  second  mate  s  left  hand  boot. 
He  thro'ved  thi  h.  .ot  "o  Kt  might,  me  by^-.. 

That  he  hil  the  mule  on  the  chest  • 
And  th    engineer,  re  mon-stm-ted 

That  t.lie  hor^e  ^'»s  dom*  Vits  b«si 


7.    Nine  years  we  sailed,  when  a  storm  arose, 

The  canal  rose  mountins  high  : 
Oh,  the  liyhtniii'  flashed,  and  the  thnnder  rolled. 

An'  lit  the  dark  blue  skv 
The  second  mate  he  yev  orders 

Fur  to  lower  the  BUI  I  an'  clew  ; 
An'  the  captain  down  below,  lyin'  smokin'  in  his 

oerth. 
Set  fire  to  The  Buijaboc. 

8     Then  the  mule  took  fright  an'  run  away. 

An'  left  the  crew  afloat; 
'The  mate*  he  shouted  to  the  engineer 

Fur  to  come  and  s»ve  the  boat. 
But  the  mule  was  pittin'  along,  me  byes. 
An*  his  tail  was  headm'  for  the  west; 
And  the  enj;i.n*er  culled  cut  <^uit.e  loud 
That  the  horse  was  aom   uis,  oe&t. 

9.    When  the  captain  seen  what  he  had  done, 

He  loud  for  heip  did  shout ; 
An'  he  hollered  up1  iron'  the  chimney  hole 

Fur  the  helmsman  fur  to  come  and  put  it  oat. 
Hut  the  helmsman  he  was  fast  asleep, 

An' to  his  post  untrue  : 
An'  the  fire  burned  so  hard  in  the  middle  of  the 

turf, 
Uedad,  we  couldn't  save  The  Buyalioo 

10.    Oh.  the  fire  it  burned  so  hard,  me  byes, 

That  it  burned  the  towm'-rope  ; 
And  the  mule  he  throwed  tne  engineer. 

Who  tumbled  down  the  slope.       , 
The  captain  called  to  the  engineer 

Fur  to  give  the  mule  a  rest  ; 
And  the  engineer  replied  from  the  bank 

Thai  the  horse  was  doin'  hi°.  best. 

•  1.    When  forty  tonsand  miles /roin  ian.j. 

In  latitude  fifty  four. 
Oh.  the  the  IT  bnrned  so  hard,  me  byes, 

That  it  (oiil.ln'l  burn  anv  more, 
Thec»|»t»in  he  Mien  gey   onii-rs 

Lower  (ad  lib  )  thi;  bonis  im'  «ave  the  ci&w  I'T 
Forty-seven  f 'orkmiitns.  titty-four  Far  T>iA\nfl, 
Went  dow  n  in  77/c  Bttpaboo 


MUSH,    MUSH. 


Andante.       m/ 


TOICB 


PIANO. 


din' 


1.  Oh,    'twas     thore  I  larued     ra 

me  we  had       mon  -     y 

•2    Oh     'twas    there  that  I     lamed  all 

Con    -  nor,  she      lived  jist 


an      wri 

a     scrim 

me    court     -    in' 

for  -  ninst      me 


tin,'. . 
mage, 


At  Billy 
An' 
O'  the 


TJ=i=^ 


Brac-kett's  where     I     wint 

div  -  il  a  cop  -  y 

lie  -  sons        I  tack    in 

tin  -  der      lines  to     her 


to  school 

1  wrote ; 

the  art  t  . 

I  wrote ; 


And  'twas  there    I    larned  howl  -  in'     an' 
There  was  ne'er     a    gos  -  soon       in      the 
Till        Cn  -  pid,  the     blackguard,  while 
If  ye     dare    say    wan    hnnl  word      a- 

'       0         r  X     "jj M~\     ^       •       m\     I 

J  L— — 3-  -I ^        ^ — L 

k    IT  9-9-  »*- 


1st 


? 


flgh  -  tin' 
vil  -  lage 
sport  -  in.' 
Kin  her, 


Wid        me    school-mas-ther  Mis  -  ther      O'      Toole. 
Dared....  thread    on      the    tail      o'        me — 

An ar  -  row.dhruv  straight  thro'  me      heart. . 

I'll thread   on      the    tail      o'        yer 


Him  an' 
Mi»s  Ja-dy  ()' 


MUSH,  MUBH. 


Bat  a  blackguard,  culled  Mickey  Maloney, 

Came  an'  stholeher  aifictions  Away; 
Fur  lie'd  money  an'  I  hadn't  ony, 

So  I  Bint  him  a  cfiallcnoe  nixt  day. 
In  the  ayvenin'  we  met  at  tins  Woodbine, 

The  Don  we  crossed  o'er  in  a  boat ; 
An'  I  lathered  him  wid  me  ehillaly, 

Fur  he  throd  on  the  tail  o'  toe— Clio. 


4.    Oh,  me  fame  wint  abroad  through  the  nation. 

An'  folks  came  a  flookin*  to  see ; 
An'  they  cried  out,  w.dout  hesitation — 
"You're  a  flghtiu'  mnn,  Billy  McOee  1" 
Oh,  I've  claned  out  theFinnigan  faction. 
An'  I've  licked  all  the  Murphya  afloat ; 
If  you're  in  fur  a  row  or  a  raction,  - 
Jist  ye  thread  on  the  tail  o'  me — Cho. 


MICHAEL    ROY. 


Allegretto,    mf 
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.     In      Drook  •  Ivu      ci    -   tv    there        lived 

a 

maid, 

A  'id 

she 

was  known 

to 

2 

.     She      fell 

iu     love  with      a           char   - 

coal 

man, 

ilc  - 

Clos  • 

kev  was 

his 

3 

.     Me  -  Clos  -  key    shout-ed    and      hol-ler'd 

in 

vain, 

For  the 

donk 

-  key  would 

-  n't 

Her         moth  -  er's  name  was     Ma     -    ri     Ann,     And 
His          fight  -  ing  weight  was  seven  stone   t  n,  And  he 
And  he  threw  Mari   Jane  right    ov  -  er     his  head,   Ri;;ht 


hers 
loved 
in  -  to 


was       Ma   -    ri 
Kwe<;t     Ma    -    ri 
a       [x>l  -  i  -  cy 


MICHAEL  HOY. 


•.---  | 
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June;  ........       Ami        sve    -  ry     6at-ur-day         morn  -    -    ing         She       used  to  yo  OT  •  cr  the 

.lane:  ........        lie     tuuk  her  to  rule  in   Ins         char-coal     cart       Una       fine     Saint    Pat-rick's 

shop;  ........  When  Mc-Clog  -  key      saw    that       ter    -    ri-  bio  sight,  His      heart  it  was  moved  with 


J  ._^r.       __g  »_ 


\ 


:J_ 


riv  -  er.         And          weni     to  market  where  she  sold  eggs,  And    nass-a-ges,  like- wise    liv-er 

day,  But  i  he  donkey  took  fright  at  a     Jer  -  sey  man.  And  atart-ed  und  ran      a     -  •    way 

pi  -  ty.        So  he  stabbed  the  donkey  with  a  bit  of  charcoal.  And  started  for  Salt  Lake   oi    ty 


CHORUS.  jtecomyaximent  tnnuatfor  latteinlit  *i*t  pf  Sola. 

For      oh  ! . .  For     oh  1 


(la*  TBNOB.) 


Kor  oh  ! 


For  oh  '       he  was      my     dar  -  ling  boy >'or 

For  oh  !  he    was 


Far  oli  I 


For  oh ! 


-  4} — ~—f* f ^f  ^  — ^*- 
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K«/x/it  Oiorwa  n» 


^3 , . _L3_, 

%  ^  % 

U    I        > 


w     IT      I          i^     I          X 

I.*  .«a*     Uie     lad     with  the       au  -  barn  hair.  And    liis   mime     was    MicK      &el        Roy!. 


OH    MY    DARLING   CLEMENTINE. 


Words  a»d  Music  by  PE.VCY 


1  In        a       cab  -  in,      in       a      can  •  on,  an      ex-c*     va    tion     for   a 

•2     fib?  drove     her  duck-lew      To    the    riv  -  er,  Ev'ry    nn  11:111^    jnetat 

X.  Ku      by      lips    A  -  bove  the      wa  -  ter.          Blowing  bubbles    soft  and 


( 


*» 


£   rsu.-qjrrrE 


«me ;  Dwelt  a  min  •  er,  A  For  -  t>  -  niu  -  er.  And  Ins  ii»ugh-ter  Cle-men  -  tine, 
.nine;  Siubbril  her  toe  a  •  •  gainst  a  dliv  -  er.  rvll  n>  •  !<•  ihe  foaming  brine, 
fine;  Ai»-«  for  rue.  ;  was  i»o  swimmer,  Be  I  lout  my  Clemen-  tine. 


'•=^~- 


K£ 


m 


( )  h     my       'lir  -  ling  Oh      my      dar  -  ling.  Oh     my      dar  -  ling  Cle  -  men- 


lai 


u    ^ 


f'ie  nmn-tine. 


(.'•lc- men-tine. 


Cle  -  men  -  Cle-men- 


Ob     Cle- men -tine, 


Oh    C 


Cle-men-tine,  Oh    Cle  •  men  -  Cle  -  men- 


tin''     ...         Y.MI  an'     lust  and      (jfvne    for  -  ev  -  er,         Pref-hil      sor  -  ry,       Cle  -  meu  -  tine- 


Clr-mcn-tine, 


Clementine, 


-f~ 
r/lemen-Cle  -  men  -  tine. 
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«    ole  men-Clemen  -  tine,  Cle-men-tine.          Oh     Clementine,  Oh  Clemen-Cle  -  men  -  tine. 


Word>  by  E.  BOWEN. 
VolO». 


FORTY  YEARS  ON. 


JOHN  FARMER 


1        V'ur-tv  VIMI-S  mi,  when  a  -  far     anda-sund-er   Part-ed  are  those  W!M>  are  tinging    to-day 
3.   KouU  and  dis-com  -fl-  tures.  rush  -es  and  ral-lies.   Has  -es  at-tempt-i-ii.  u:i<i  reauOM  and  won, 
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\\henyoulook    back,    and  for  -  get    -   -    fnl  -  ly  won-der  What  yon  were  like  in  your  work  and  your  play, 
Strife  without       an     -  ger  and     art       without  malice, — How  will   it  seem  to  you    for  •  ty  years  on? 


f 
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Then,  it  may     be,  there  will-  of  -  ten  come  o'er  you.    Glimpses   of  notes  like  the        catch     of     a  song- 
I'hen,  you  will  say,     not  a       fe  -  ver  -  ish  minute,  Strained  the  weak  heart  and  the     way  -  er-ing  knee, 


**•  * 
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SOLO 


^  ^" 

Vis  -  ions  of  boyhood  shall  flo.it  Uiam  before  you,     Ec-hoea  of  dreamland  shall  bear  them  along.  Follow 
Nev  -  er   the  bat  .  tie  raged  hot    test,  but  in       it,     Neither  the  last  nor  the      faintest  were  we  I 


FULLCHOHUSlNWAHCHiNOTIME. 


CHORUO.   SOLO    CHORUS.   SOLO.    CHORUS 


up  I  Follow  up  1    Follow  up!  Follow  up  1  Follow  up!  Follow  up!         Till  the  field  ring    again      and  a- 

to 


O  the  great  days,  in  the  distance  enchanted, 

Days  of  fresh  air,  in  the  rain  and  the  sun, 
How  we  rejoiced  as  we  struggled   and  panted — 

Hardly  believable,  forty  years  on  I 
How  we  discoursed  of  them,  one  with  another, 

Auguring  triumph,  or  balancing  fate, 

Laved  the  allv  with  the  heart  of  a  brother, 

Hated  the  foe  with  a  plaving  at  bate  I 

Follow  up  1  <tc. 


Forty  years  on,  growing  older  and  older, 
Shorter  in  wind,  as  in  memory  long, 
Feeble  of  foot,  and  rheumatic  of  nhonlder, 

What  will  it  help  you  that  once  x«u  werestrong V 
God  give  ns  bases  to  guard  or  beleaguer. 

Games  to  play  on',  whether  earnest  or  fun; 
Fights  for  the  fearless,  and  goals  for  the  < 
Twenty,  and  thirty,  and  forty  years  on 
Follow  n\>  I  <tc. 


,n,e—  "THE  MKNAOBHIB." 
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H,  S  04. 


Words  by  Mi»  N.  C.  ENO,  ( Wrilwley  Coll. 


1.  DIRECTIONS.   You      take     a  fe>v     pieces     of  zinc,    And        put     in  your  gen  -  er  -  a  -  tor.         Add 

2.  OBSZRVATIONS    The   ac-tion  was  not  ver  -  y  brisk,  When  I  put   in      H      •,       S      O     •   ,      Ko  1 

3.  CONCLUSIONS    As  I  wiped  up  the      a-cid  and  zinc,    And     swept  up  the  glass  from  the  floor,    I  con- 
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wa    -    ter,  then  pi  UK      in     the      cork, 
tried        ni  -  trio      a    -   cid     to        see 
clud  -  ed      I'd  stick      to      directions, 


and         pour 
If  the    thing 
And        try 


£ S-3^-» fe- 

E£=±^aiE  E35 


in      11 
would'nc 
my  own 


H      0       4, 
bie    up  more, 
me  -  thods  no  more, 
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CHORUS. 


If  the 

And 


pour         in     H       j  SO 

thing      woujd'nt  bub  -  ble     up 
try         my  own   me  -  thods  no 


4, 

move, 
more, 


And 
If  the 
And 


pour 
thing 
try 


in  H 
wouldn't 
my  own 


bub 


S  O 
-  ble  up 
thods.  no 


4' 

more, 
more", 


Add 

Sol 

I  con- 


1 


wa  -  ter  then  plug  in 
tried  ni  -  trie  a  -  cid 
clad  -  ed  I'd  stick  to 


the       cork,  And 

to          see  If  the 

di  -  rec  -  tions,     And 


pour 

thing 

try 


S      O 


in       H       a, 

wouldn't      bub  -  bl«     up  more. 

my     own     meth  -  odl    no  more. 


THE  TRAMP'S  SONG 
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1.  'Way     down  in   yon  -  der  val  •  ley,  The    mist     is  like      a     se*       Though  the 

2.  We       wan  -  der  by     the  woodland.       That  bangs    ur  -  on    the   hill 

a.    We       gaze     np  -  on    the  streamlet.         As      o'er    the  bridge  we  lean,  Wo 
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sun     be  scarcely  risen.  There  is    light    enough    for  me.        For  be      it    ear  -  ly  morning.      Or 

Hark  I  the  oock  is  tuning        His      morning  clarion  shrill    .And  hurried  -  ly     a-wukiny    From  his 

watch    its  hurrie.l  ripples,        We  watch    its  golden  green  Oh,  the  men  of  the  north  are  stalwart,  And  the 
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be      it  late      at  night, 
nest     a-mid    the  spray, 
woodland  lasses  fair,          And 
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Cheeri'y  ring    our  footstei*.                Risl't.       left,      right  1   \ 
Cheerily  now     the  blackbird              WhiHtlinggreets  the  day.  I    For 
cheerily  breathes  a-round  us,        The    brae-ing  woodland  air.  ) 
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TKAOII. 


-  ly   morning,  or        be       it   late    at  nij-ht.   Cheerily  ring  our  XootsI.eps.right.left.right.'Mid 

:bb 
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Music  by  JAS.  EDMUND  JONES, 


THE  TRAMP'S  BONG. 

— 

3 


ev  rung's  dusky  shadows,  In    morning's  rosy  light,         Cheerily  ring  our  footsteps,  Right,  left,  right. 


UBI  BENE,  IBI  PATRIA. 


Modr.rato.    tnf. 


1.  All      the  world     a-    round  Ira  stray-ing, 

2.  All     my  goods  weigh    not     a      fea-ther, 

8.  In      my  heart    are       all    my     treas-ures  - 


ve-  ry  sea  and  mountain  o'er  ; 
And  my  blood  is  nev  -  er  old; 
Joys  no  hand  can  take  •  a  way  ; 


Free  as  air.  I'm    n«v  -  er  staying        On  the  North  or  Southern  snore,  Mer-ry  hero  and 
Eve-ry-whero    I     feast  with  princes,    Eve-ry-where   in  halls   of   golil.  Hungry  here  and 
Who  would  pine  for  Mammon's  pleasures  Death  can  darken    in      a    day.     Mer-ry  here  and 

£  ^ 


mer-ry 
hungry 
mer-ry 


there, 
there, 
there, 


£i 


U  -  bi        Be  -  n»,        i  -   bi     Pa  -  tri 


U  -  bi         Be  -  ne,         i   -    bi,    Pa  -  tri   -  a. 


4.  While  my  pipe  is  yet  beside  me, 

And  my  beer  remains  to  foam, 

With  a  hat  and  coat  to  hide  me, 

Everywhere  I'll  gaily  roam. 
.Drinking  here  and  smoking  there  (His.) 
Ubi  Bene,  ibi  Patria  (Bit). 

6.  In  the  bowl  I'm  ever  heeding 

Love's  delicious,  maddening  glow  ; 
Now  in  north  land  humbly  pleading, 
Now  were  southern  breezes  blow. 
Kissing  here  and  drinking  tlipre  (/3/s.) 
Ubi  Bents,  ibi  Patria  (Hi,.) 


6.  So  through  life  I'm  smoothly  gliding 

On  a  calm  and  shining  sea, 
Sorrow's  clouds  in  kisses  hiding, 

And  in  wine's  sweet  revelry. 
Merry  here  and  merry  there  (Bit.) 
Ubi  Bene,  ibi  Patria  (Bit.) 

7.  By-and-by  shallDeath's  grim  shadows 

On  this  useless  clay  be  laid  ; 
Then  I'll  clasp  the  cooling  meadowi 

In  the  golden  land  of  shade ! 
Merry  here  and  merry  there  (Bit,) 
Ubi  Bene,  ibi  Patria  (Bit.) 


O'HOOLIHAN. 


VOICE. 


PIANO 
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mm 


1.     Me    name     it      ia        O'     Hoo  -  li  -  ban,  I'm  a     man  of  con  Bid'rable       in  -  tiu-mce,     I 
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mind    my      bust     -     ness,     stay        at    home,      Me    wants        be      few        and     small ;     bat    one 


m 
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"ER'-^F^1 


roll « <*» 


a  tempo 


day      the    byes        a  -  round    did  come,        All         fall      o'      whiskey,      gin,      and   ram ;  And  the) 


Repeat  latt  four  bar*  (in  ttniton),  f>r  Chnru*. 


tuk      me    out       in    the         bi    -    lin'  sun      fur      to  play          a    game      e'     base  -  ball. 


^ 
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O'HOOLIHAN. 


.  They  made  me  carry  all  the  bats, 
An'  they  nearly  dhrove  me  crazy ; 
They  put  me  out  in  the  cintre-field, 
But  I  paralyzed  them  all. 
For  I  put  out  me  fisht  fur  to  stop  a  "  fly," 
Whin  the  murtherin'  thing  hit  me  square  in  the 
An'  they  hung  me  over  a  finoe  to  dhry,         [eye ; 
The  day  that  I  played  baseball. 


3. 1  took  the  bat  fur  to  strike  the  ball, 
An'  I  knocked  it  to  San  Franciaoo, 
Around  the  bases  I  did  ran 
A  dozen  times  or  more, 
Till  all  the  byes  began  to  howl 
"O'Hoolihan  ye  made  a  foul," 
An'  they  rubbed  me  down  wii  »  Turkiih  tow'l, 
The  day  that  I  played  baseball. 


4.  The  editor  he  axed  me  name 
Fur  to  give  me  a  leather  medal, 
He  axed  me  fur  me  fortygraf t 
To  liang  agin"  the  wall ; 
Fur  lie  said  it  was  me  as  had  won  the  game, 
Wid  me  head  all  broke,  and  me  shoulder  lame, 
An'  tliey  took  me  home  on  a  cattlo  train, 
The  day  that  I  played  baseball. 


A  ndante. 


SEEING  NELLIE  HOME. 
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1.  In  the    sky        the      bright 
2.  On  my  arm          a         soft 
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Rest-ed  light 
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foam 
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And 
And 
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'twas  from  Aunt 
'twas  from  Aunt 
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Dinah's  quilting 
Dinah's  quilting 

party 
party 
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I  was  see  -  ing  Nellie 
I  was  see  -  ing  Nellie 
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CHORUS. 


I  was      see  •  ing  Nel    -    lie        home, I      was  see    -  ing    Nel  -  lie  home ;  And  '  i  wa  s 
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from         Aunt  Di  -  nan's     quilt-ing          par  -  ty       I       was     see  -  -  ing      Nel -lie  home 
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3.  On  my  lips  a  whisper  trembled, 

Trembled  till  it  dared  to  come  ; 
And  'twas  from  Aunt  Dinah's  quilting  party, 
I  was  seeing  Nellie  home. 


4.  On  my  life  new  hopes  were  dawning, 

And  those  hopes  have  lived  and  grown  ; 
And  'twas  from  Aunt  Dinah's  quilting  party. 
•I  was  seeing  Nellie  home. 


THE  SPANISH  GUITAR. 


Mftlrratn.    mf. 


Adapted  by  W.  I.  H.  Bud  J.  E.  J. 
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VOICB 


1.  When  I        was         a       stu  •  dent       at        Ca    -    diz, 


PuifoJ 
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played    on       the     Span  -  ish       goi  -  tar,          ching,  ching !       T      used      to      make   love       tn      the 
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art! 
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I        think      of       them    still    from       a         far,  clung,  ching! 
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C  BONUS. 
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Accompaniment  toant  a*  for  Solo. 


Tra  la  la    la.   tra  la  la    la,   tra  la  la    la-,   tra  la  la  .   la,    tra  la  la    la. 


fr 


Ring,  ching,  ohing!  Ring,  ching,  ching!  Ring      out         ye      belli.  Oh        ring     on:  ye 


THE  SPANISH  GUITAR. 


Tra    la  la         la,        tra  la  la         la,         tra  la    la         la,        tra   la  la         la,          tra  la  la         la 


Bint;  ching    ohing  1    Ring   ching  chi  g  1 


Oh     ring      oat 


Tra  la  la 


Rtprat  Chni-m  •» 


Tra  la  la  .     la,        tn  la  la       la,         tra  la  la        la,       tra  la  la        la,      tra  la    ia       ching  ching  I 
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Ring    out        ye    bells, 


As  I    play      on        my     Span  -  ish     gni  -  tar, 


ching,  ching  1 


Tra   la  la        la,      tra  la  la      la,        tra  la  la        la,        tra  la  la        la,       tra  la   la     ching,  ching ! 


2.  I  was  four  years  a  student  at  Cadiz, 

Where  nothing  one's  pleasure  can  mar,  ching,  ching  1 
And  where  many  a  beautiful  maid  is, — 
Oh  I  strumm'd  and  I  twang'd  my  guitar,  ching,  ohing  I 

3.  Oh  I  sang  serenades  there  at  Cadiz, 

Till  I  got  an  attack  of  catarrh,  ohing,  ching  I 
Though  no  more  I  could  serenadize, 

Still  I  played  on  my  Spanish  guitar,  ohing,  cning  I 


4.  When  at  last  the  train  bore  me  from  Cadiz, 

The  ladies  all  wept  round  the  car,  ohing,  ching  i 
Oh  it  grieved  me  to  part  from  those  ladies, 
But  I  carried  away  my  guitar,  ching,  ching! 

5.  I'm  no  longer  a  student  at  Cadiz, 

But  I  play  on  the  Spanish  guitar,  chiug,  ohing  I 
And  stilll  am  fond  of  the  ladies, 
Though  now  I'm  a  happy  papa,  ching,  ching  I 


SAW    MY  LEG    OFF. 


Andante. 
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PINE 
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Saw      my        lee         off,      saw         m>  tee    off,  CHW        mv         leg       off     short 
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Saw          my      leg         off,      saw       my         leg       off,      saw  my     leg 
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•hurt. 
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3.  Baw  it  on  again,  quick. 
S.  Call  your  dog  off,  sharp. 


4.  Hash  for  breakfast,  Hash  for  dinner, 
Hash  lor  supper,  Hash  1 

*  «')..nted 


Andante. 


THERE    IS  A  TAVERN    IN    THE    TOWN. 

Shouted 
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Voici 
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1.  There  is  a  tav  •  ern  in  the  town,  in  the  town,  And  there  my  dear  love  sits  him 
9.  He  left  me  for  a  dam-sel  dark,  dam-eel  dark,  Each  Friday  night  they  used  to 
3.  Oh  !  dig  my  grave  both  wide  and  deep.  wide  &  deep.  Put  tombstones  at  my  bead  and 


PlANO< 


down,  site  him  down,  And  drinks  his  wine   'mid  laugh-  ter    free,     And    nev  -  er,  never  thinks  of 

spark,  nsed  to  spark,  And      now    my  love,   once  true        to       me,   Takes  that  dark  damsel  on   hi* 

fev- .    head  and  feet.    And       on       my  breast  carve  »       tur  -   -  tie    dove,      To      Sig  -  ni  -  fy     I  died  of 


Fare  thee  well,  for    I  mast  leave  thee,  Do-not    let    the  parting  grieve  thee,  And  re- 
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member  that  the  best  of  friends  must  part, 


mast  part.      A-dieu,  adieu,  kind  friends,  adieu,  adieu,  adieu,        I 


J    , 


THERE  IS  A  TAVEKN  IN  THE  TOWN. 


ct»n  no    long  -  er    stay  with     you,      stay    with    you.        I'll  hang      my       harp        on     a 
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THREE  LITTLE  KITTENS. 
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1.  Ouce  on 

a  time  there  were  three     who  lived  together     in  a  basket  of 
little  kittens 
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saw    -     •    aw    - 

-    dust. 
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^Said  the  first  little 
kitten 
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un-to 

the  two  other  little 
cats, 

"  If  yon  don't  1  Why,  I  
get  ont  of  this) 

mast  1" 

That 
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2.    Now  these  little  kittens  (pretty  ones)  |  lived  together  |  in  the  basket  of  saw-aw-dust ; 

Said  the  second  little  kitten  I  unto  j  the  two  other  little  oats, 
"  If  yon  don't  just  get  ont  of  this,  |  Why,  I  most  I" 

8.    Still,  the  three  pretty  little  kittens  (such  was  their  imperturbability)  |  continued  to 

live  together  |  in  the  basket  of  saw-aw-dust ; 
Said  the  third  little  kitten  |  unto  |  the  two  other  little  oats,  | 
"  If  you  don't  just  get  ont  of  this,  |  Why,  I  ihall  Boat !  !"     That's  so. 

*  Wi'.h  a  vigorous  nod  cf  affirmation. 


SAILING.  SAILING,  SAILING 
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i    Ov        er  the     riv    -     -     er     ov        er   the   Dee, 
'2    Dp       to  her    win  -        dow  sun -shine  or  rain. 


Dwells.    .  .      a  maid      -      en 
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fair 
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Oh!  Ungh  i»j     Irp*  and  eyes..    . .".     bus    she,  and 

Ann    over  the    river  my  heart          would  fain  To 
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Sait     -     -     ing,   Bu.il     •  ing, 

Vocal  or  instrumental  accompaniment. 
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Sail     •     •    ing  down         the  stream. 
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BAILING,  8 AILING    SAILING. 
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I.    After  the  sunset  fltuh  has  flown, 

When  lilacs  scent  the  air, 
By  the  old  bridge  I'll  meet  alone 
My  love  so  blilbe  and  fair. 

4.   Over  the  river,  ihe  uvening  breeze 

Fragrance-laden  blows; 
Under  the  blossoming  apple  trees, 
I  walk  with  my  lovely  KOM. 


6.  Eyes  has  my  love  like  a  day  m  June 

Wh  n  all  the  sky  is  blue,— 
Lips  like  a  roue  in  a.  summer  noon. 
Ripe-red  through  and  through. 

8.    Ever  I  dream  of  one  sweetest  word 

I  to  my  love  will  say  ; 
Oh,  my  heart  is  like  a  singing-  bird 
On  a  swaying  hazel  spray. 


THE    COLLEGE    GOWN, 


Time— "Din  PABST  LFBT  HERRLICH." 
£§5 


Words  by  REV.  J.  CAMPBELL.  6» 


i    Oft       in        the    clas-sio  page  I've      read 
|  Now    hea  -  then  dames  I    bid    de  -  -  part, 


Of  Gra  -  ces  three  and  Mn  -  ses 

And          her    my  Grace,  my  MUM,  I 


fit. 


nine, 
own. 


And  many  a  time  with  ach    -    ing     toad . 
She  shall  in-spire  the    po    -    et's  heart. , 


.  I've  begged  them  to  iuggesi      a       line 
.She  mended  my    old    Col-lege     gown. 


head,  with  aching  head, 
heart,  the  poet's  heart. 


>.   Dynamic  forces  ne'er  can  move 

Th'  ecstatic  zero  of  my  soul, 
No  calculus  compute  its  love, 

Nor  optic  powers  discern  the  whole. 
Thongh  squared  and  cubed,  no  lapse  of  years 

Can  e'er  her  fond  remembrance  diown, 
Nay  though  they  numbered  thrice  the  tears 

She  mended  in  my  College  Gown. 

8.    No  language  can  express  her  charms, 

No  living  tongue  her  virtues  tell ; 
Her  name  the  poe  's  pen  disarms, 

And  dares  bis  powers  to  break  the  spell. 
Nor  would  he,  if  he  could,  disclose 

That  name  in  every  language  known, 
Tis  stated  best  in  English  prose — 

She  mended  my  old  College  Gown 


4.  Philosophy  perchance  may  please 

The  earnest  and  enquiring  mind 
But  neitha    mighty  Socrates 

Nor  Cicero  himseh  could  find 
A  secret  that  in  ages  past 

Baffled  sages  of  renown. 
The  summwm  bonum — found  at  last  i 

She  mended  my  old  College  Gown. 

5.  Great  wonders  Science  brings  to  light, 

Great  truths  her  growing  powers  unfold 
And  Nature  spreads  before  our  sight 

A  thou&and  beauties  new  and  old. 
Yet  one  o'er  all  I  still  prefer. 

Who  in  her  kingdom  wears  the  crown, 
The  world  were  empty  wanting  her 

Who  mended  ray  old  Cnlleg*  Gown. 
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1    My       Bon   -    me      is  o   -    ver       th-  o     -     oean, 

•J    i  )li,      blow       ye   winds        o    •    ver       the  o     •     cean, 
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Boa  -  nie    is         o    •   ver     the          sea. 
blow     ye  winds     o   -   ver     the          sea . 


"My        Bon  -  nie  is  o  •  ver    the 

Oh        blow     ye  winds    o  -  ver    the 
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o  -  cean, 
o  .  cean, 


Oh      bring  back  my        Bon  -  nie    to         me. 
And   bring  back  my        Bon  -  nie    to         me. 
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,        bring   back    my         Bon  -nie        to        me.       to 
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back,          bring        back,        brin*  back     my        Bon  -  nie        to        me,       to 


RAM. 
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MY  BONNIE. 


o.c. 


8.    Last  night  as  I  lay  on  my  pillow, 
Last  night  as  I  lay  on  my  bed, 
Last  night  as  I  lay  on  my  pillow, 
I  dreamed  that  my  Bonnie  was  dead. 
CAoriw— Bring  back,  etc. 


4.     The  winds  have  blown  over  the  ocean, 
The  winds  have  blown  over  the  sea, 
The  winds  have  blown  over  the  ocean, 
And  brought  back  my  Bonnie  to  me. 
Chorus— Bring  back,  etc. 


THE  LANDLADY'S  DAUGHTER. 

Hi  by  JAS.  EDMUND  JONES,  '88. 


Three      atu  -  dents  that  came    from   far        ov    -    er     the         Rhine.  Once  Blopp'cl    at      tht 


door  of    an       inn      for  some   wine,  Once  stopped  at   the      door    of     an        inn      for  some   wim . 


1     Thre)  students  that   came  from  far  over  the  Rhine. 
Once  stopped  at  the  door  of  an  inn  for  some  wine. 

2.  "Kind  land'ady,  have  yon  good  wine  I  pray? 

And  where  is  your  charming  yon  ny  daughter  to-day?" 

3.  "My  beer  and  my  wine  are  refreshing  and  clear. 

In  her  heavenly  home  is  my  daughter  so  dear." 

4.  And  when  they  stepped  into  the  chamber  of  death, 
They  gazed  on  the  maiden  and  each  held  his  breath. 

6.    The  veil  from  her  face  the  first  drew  aside, 
And  looked  at  her  sadly,  and  mournfully  cried : 


6.  "Ah  1  didst  thon  but  live,  oh  maiden  so  pure ! 

From  this  very  moment  I'd  love  thee,  I'm  sure. 

7.  The  veil  o'er  her  face  the  second  one  drew, 
And  wept  as  he  turind  from  the  sorrowful  view. 

8.  "Alas,  that  thou  thus  liest  dead  on  thy  bier ! 

For  thee  I  have  loved  since  many  a  year." 

9.  The  third  moved  again  the  veil  from  its  place, 
And  bent  o'er  the  form,  and  kissed  the  pale  ff  ce 

10.  "Thee  always  I  loved,  thee  love  I  to-day, 
And  thee  shall  I  love  for  ever  and  aye." 


f^tmm. — "  F*»P*T  MUCH  !>*• 
CHORUS. 


ALMA  MATER. 
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Oh,       Al    -    ma       Ma    -     -  ter  1  Thus        I  think,      and      then      I.   sigh 
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1.  I'm  heartily  tired  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
I  weary  through  each  learned  tome. 
I  wonder  how  can  pleasure  come 
In  thinking  of  x  pins  «. 

,—  On  Alma  Mater  I  Ac. 


8.  When  morning  oomee,  oh  then,  oh  then, 
Whether  at  eight,  or  nine,  or  ten. 
Up  I  most  get  from  my  cosy  den, 
And  off  to  college  fly. 

Chona.  —  Oh  Alma  Mater  I  <*i 


3.  And  then,  oh  then,  on  a  winter  a  uight, 
With  one  on  my  left  and  one  on  my  right, 
TIB  pleasant  thus  to  walk  at  night, 
Don't  ask  me  the  reason  why. 

Chonu.— Oh  Alma  Mater  I  Ac. 

4.  Bummer  is  coming,  and  naught  like  thl», 
Lolling  all  day  on  banks  of  bliss, 

And  now  and  then  a-atealing  a  kiss, 
And  if  I  can't  I'll  try. 

Chariit, — Oh  Alma  Mater  I  t 


THE   MAID    FROM  ALGOMA. 


80  LO.        Adapted  by  J .  E.  J . ,  '88. 
Con  animo.  mf. 
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I     •  Where  are  you    goine,  my         prtttymaid?"   Heave  away,  heigh  -  o,          heigho.     I'm 
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& 


going         to  the 'Var  -  sity.       sir,"        she  said,   "  And  I  come    away  back  from  Al  -  go     -    m»." 
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VHORUS. 
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Heave      a  -  way  !  Heigh  -  o  I          Heigh  - 
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Heave      a  -  way  1     Heigh  -  o  1          Heigh  -  o  I     "I'm 
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go-ing        to  the   'Var-si  -  ty,    Sir,"  she  said, "And  I  come     a-way  b»fk     from  Al     -  go      -      ma." 
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FIRST   VERSION. 

1.  "  Where  are  you  going,  my  pretty  maid  1" 

Heave  away,  heigho,  heigho. 
"I'm  going  to  the  'Varsity,  sir,"  she  said, 

"And  I  come  away  back  from  Algoma." — Cho. 

3.      What  to  do  there,  my  pretty  maid  1" 

Heave  away,  heigho,  heigho. 
"  I'm  going  to  be  nnltured,  sir,"  she  said, 
"  For  I  come  a«a,y  back  from  Algoma." — Cho. 

3.  "  What  are  your  stnuies,  ray  pretty  maid  ?" 

Heave  away,  heigho,  heigho. 
Chinese  and  Quaternions,  sir."  she  said, 
"And  I  come  away  back  from  Algoma." — Cho. 

4.  "  Then  who  will  marry  you,  my  pretty  maid  ?." 

Heave  away,  heigho,  heigho. 
"  Cultured  girls  don't  marry,  sir,"  she  said, 
"And  I  go  away  back  to  Algoma." — Cho. 


SECOND  VERSION. 

1:  "  Where  are  you  going,  my  pretty  maid?" 

Heave  away,  heigho,  heigho. 
"  I'm  going  to  a  lecture,  sir,"  she  said. 

"And  I  come  away  baok'from  Algoma." — Cho. 

3.  "  May  I  go  with  yon,  my  pretty  maid  ?" 

Heave  away,  heigho,  heigho.  ' 
"  Ton  wouldn't  understand  it,  sir,"  she  said, 
"  For  I  come  away  back  from  Algoma."— Cho. 

8.  "What  is  the  subject,  my  pretty  maid?" 

Heave  away,  heigho,  heigho. 
"  Total  extinction  of  man,"  she  said, 
"  For  I  go  away  back  to  Algoma." — Cho. 

4.  "  Then  who  will  marry  you,  my  pretty  maid  ?'* 

Heave  away,  heigho,  heigho. 

" will  marry  me,  sir,"  she  said, 

."And  I  go  away  back  to  Algoma." — Cho. 


DEAR  EVELINA,   SWEET  EVELINA. 
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fond  Ev  -     -  e  -     li     -  na,        the      sweet      lit    -    tie      dove, 

i    She's        fair  aa            a  rose,    like            a        lamb    she        is      meek, 

most  grace  -  ful  curls  hangs      her        ra     -    ven     black    hair, 
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wind  from    the  mountains  ne'er    ruf    -  fles       the        rose ;     Lives 

pride     of        the    val  -  ley,  the  : girl    that      I      love. 

nev  •  er       was  known  to    put      paint      on        her      cheek ;     In  the 
she      nev    -   er      re  -   quires  • per  -  turn  -  ery  there. 
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My      love        for 
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thee  shall      nev  -  -  er,  nev-er        die 


Dear       Ev     -      e        lin    -    a, 


DEAB  EVELINA,  SWEET  EVELINA 


sweet    Ev     -     e     -    lin    -    a, 


My  love      for     thee 
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shall     nev  -  er,  nev-er        die. 
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&  Evelina  and  I,  one  fine  evening  in  Jane, 

Took  a  walk  all  alone  by  the  light  of  the  moon, 

The  planets  all  shone,  for  the  heavens  were  clear, 

And  I  felt  round  the  heart  most  tremendously  queer. — Cho, 

4.   Three  years  have  gone  hy,  and  I've  not  got  a  dollar, 
Evelina  still  lives  in  that  green  grassy  holler, 
Although  I  am  fated  to  marry  her  never. 
I've  sworn  that  I'll  love  her  for  ever  and  ever. — Cho. 
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Row, 


row, 


row         your  boat, 


Gent  -    ly      down      the         stream : 
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Mer-ri  -  ly,     mer  -  ri .  ly,      mer  -  ri  -  ly,    mer  -  ri  -  ly ;      Life         is       bnt          *  dream. 
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FULL  CMOBUS. 
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soap  -  back      pidde-winkam   Dim  -  pam,     nip  -  cat ;  Sing  -  song      sitty  won't  you  ki    -    me    -    ot 


3.  Bach  darkey  wakes  up  almost  dead 

Sing-song  Bitty  won't  yon  kimeo  I 
With  a  hundredweight  of  chickens  on  each  leg. 
Sing-song  sitty  won't  you  kimeo  1 

4.  The  chickens  go  oat  to  rU  barn, 

Sing-sonR  sitty  won't  you  kimeo  ! 
The  big  ones  crow  and  the  little  ones  larn. 
Sing-song  sitty  won't  yon  kimeo  1 


6.    And  when  each  chick  is  pretty  fall, 

Sing-song  sitty  won't  yon  kimeo  1 
He  (ticks  his  claw  in  the  darkey's  wool. 
Sing-song  Bitty  won't  you  kimeo  I 

6.    I  looked  behind  de  kitchen  stairs. 

Sing-song  Bitty  won't  yon  kimeo  1 
I  saw  a  caterpillar  saying  his  prayers. 
Sing-song  Bitty  wont  you  kimeo. 


8.  (Lento)  The  horse  ar.d  the  sheep  were  going  to  the  pasture. 

Sing-song  sitty  won't  you  kimeo  1 
Says  the  horse  lo  the  sheep  {aerel.)  "  Won't  you  go  a  little  faster  ?"     Sing-song,  die 


THERE'S  ONLY  ROOM  FOR  ONE. 


TENORS 


BASS 


n  by  one. 
Why  have  the  faculty) 

but  one  idea?          I  There's  on  -  ly  room  for      one,      There's  on  -  ly  room    for    one  ; 
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Residence  gate  at   half -past  eight,  Keeping  the  porter    up    so  late,  There's  only  room  for  one. .  . .  There's 
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on  -  ly  room     for  one  ;  At  the      Besidence  gate    at  half-past  eight,  There's  only  room   for    one. 
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3.  Why  is  there  but  one  real  University  in  America  1 

3.  Why  didn't  ''Queen's  '  come  into  Confederation? 

4.  Why  has  the  Chicago  girl  but  one  foot  in  the 
'&•<«!  hits  should  be  introduced. 


no 


THE  PIPE. 


Tun*.— A  WET  SHEET  *ND  A  FLOWING  SEA. 


Voic*. 


Of  iiil        things    on    earth  that    to       joy    give    birth.      And          rend  -  er  a  man's  heart 


jol    -     -     ly,  There's  not     I'm    sure       a         bet    -    ter    cure  Than  a     pipe     for      nici     -     an 
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chol  -  y.  It  can  make        a      tiff      pass         off       with  a  whiff.  And  the  joys        of  content  -  ment 


borrow,        And  the  worst  wars  cease  in  a  pipe    of  peace.Which  soothes  the  nerves  of         sor-row. 
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i  Mir -rah      for     the     pipe        so        rieh      and     ripe,    with    its         am  -  ber    mouth   so 


THE    PIPE. 


yel     -     low.  And  the    curl-ing  smoke  that  doth      e  -  voke      A        fragrance  mild  and        mellow. 


2  Let  philosophers  rant  of  Fichte  and  Kant, 

Of  Hartley  and  his  vibrations, 
Arid  puzzle  th«ir  wits  with  Clarke,  Leibnitz, 

Time,  space,  and  their  relations; 
Yet  six  feet  space  will  end  their  race, 

And  prove  their  sciences  trashes, 
While  Time  with  a  wipe  will  break  their  pipe, 
And  Death  knock  out  the  ashes. 

Chorus. — Then  hurrah,  Ac. 


3,  Let  the  soldier  boast  of  the  mighty  host, 

Of  the  pride  and  the  pomp  of  battle, 
Of  the  war  steed's  bound,  and  the  clarion's  sound, 

And  the  cannon's  thundering  rattle ; 
Yet  there's  more  delight  with  a  friend  at  night, 

And  a  gong  and  a  pipe  also, 
Than  in  balls  and  bombs,  and  fifes  and  drums, 
And  military  show. 

Chorus. — Then  hurrah,  Ac. 
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4.  Quale  portuntum  neqne  mililaris 
Daunias  latis  alit  essculetis  ; 

Nee  J  ubee  tellus  generat,  leonum 
Arida  nutriz. 


5.  Pone  me,  pigris  ubi  nulla  campis 

Arbor  sestiva  recreatur  aura  ; 
Quod  latns  rnundi  nebulae  malusqne 
Jupiter  urget. 


6.  Pone  sub  curru  nimiumpropinqui 
Solis,  in  terra  domibus  negata ; 
Dulce  ridentem  Lalagen  amabo, 
Dulce  loqnentem. 


SON    OF    A    GAMBOLIER- 
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I'm  a        rambling  rake      of      pov  -  er  -  ty,    From     Tippe'ry  town        I      came ;     .'Twss 
Q.  I  onoe  was  tall    and    hand    -    some,  And     was      so  ver    -    y        neat,         The\ 

3.  I'm  a       rambling  wretch  of     pov  -  er  -  ty,   From     Tippe'ry  town       I      came  ;          My 
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pov-er-ty    compelled  me  first  to         go    out  in      the  rain.  ..         In        all       sorts  of  weather,  Be  i 
thought  I  was  too  good     to  live,  Most  good  enough      to    eat.        But  now  I'm  old,  My  coat  is  torn,  Am 
coat  I  bought  from  an  old  Jew  shop  Way  down  in  Maiden   Lane  ;          My  hat  I  got  from  a  sailor  lu-.i  Jui 
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wet     or  be      it  dry,           I      am      bound  to  get    my  live-li-hood,    Or    lay    me  down  and  die 
pover-ty  holds  me  fast,     And                 eve  -  ry  girl  turns  up  her  nc  se  As      I        go  wand'ring  past, 
eighteen  years  gone  by,     And  my  shoes  I  picked  from  an  old  dust-heap,  Which  ev'ry  one  shunned  but  I. 
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Come  join    my  huro-ble  dit-ty    From  Tippe'ry  Town  I      steer,     Like    eve  -  ry  hon  -  e*t  fel-low.     I 

UTTUNOR. 


Come  join    my  hum-ble  dit-ty,  From  Tippe'ry  Town  I      steer,     Like    eve  -  ry  hon  -  est  fel-low,     T 
I'T  JU«s. 


SON   OP  A   GAMBOLIEB. 
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drinks  my  la  •  ger  beer  ;  Like  eve  -  ry  jol  -  ly  fellow,          I    takes  my  whiskey  clear.     I'm      a 
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drinks  my  la  -  ger  beer  ;  Like  eve  -  ry  jol  -  ly  fellow,          i    takes  my  whiskey  clear.     I'm      a 


v^r^ 


rambling  rake  of  pov  -  er-ty,  And  the    son  of  a  Qambolier,      The     son  of  a  son  of  a  son  of  a  son  of  a 


rambling  rake   of  pov  -  er-ty,  And  the  son  of  a  Gambolier,       The      sou  of  a  son  of  a  son  of  a  son  of  a 


son  of  a  Cam  -  bolier,        The      son  of  a  son  of  a  son  of  a  son  of  a  son  of    a  Gam  -  bolier.       Like 
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son  of  a  Gam  •  bolier,        The      son  of  a  son  of  a  son  of  a  son  of  a   son  of    a   Gam  -  bolier.       Like 
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ev'ry  jol-ly  fellow  I  takes  my  whiskey  clear,  I'm  a  rambling  rake  of  poverty,  And  the  son  of  a  Gambolier. 


rjT< 


sv'ry  jol-ly  fellow  Itaknamy  whiskey  olear,  I'm  a  rambling  rake  of  poverty,  And  the  son  of  a  Gambolier. 


THE    BULL-DOG. 


Moarrmln.        mf 


bull-clog      on        the        Bank, 
2      Oh  I  the     bull-dog  stooped  to     catch  him, 


Oh!  the 
Uh!  the 


And    the      bull-frog      in    the    pool, 
And    the      snapper  caught  his  paw, 

CHORUS.         AlUgro. 
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boll-dog      on        the      bank, 
ball-dog  stooped  to  catch  him 


AIR.     Oh  !  the   bull-dog    on        the 
Oh  !  the  bull-dog  stooped  to 
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Ami  the      hull-frog     in      the      pool. 
And  the      snapper  caught  hie     paw 


hank  he      bull-frog  The      '  bull        dog  called    the    bull-frog  A 

catch  him,  And    the      snapper  caught   his    paw,          The       ixiily       wog  died  .     iiing,       To 
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green      old        wa  -  ter 
see        him     wag    his 
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THE  BULL-DOG 


8.  Bays  the  monkey  to  the  owl : 

"Oh  I  what'll  you  have  to  drink?" 
"  Why,  since  yon  are  BO  very  kind, 
I'll  take  a  bottle  of  ink." 

4.  Oh  !  the  boll-dog  in  the  yard, 

And  the  torn -oat  on  the  roof, 
Are  practising  the  Highla  nd  Fling, 
And  singing  opera  bouffe. 


6.  Says  the  bom-cat  to  the  dog, 
"Oh  !  set  yonr  ears  agog, 
For  Jnle's  abont  to  tdte-a-tete 
With  Romeo,  incog." 

6.  Says  the  bul'-dog  to  the  cat 

"Oh  !  what  do  you  think  they  re  at  T 
They're  spooning  in  the  dead  of  night. 
Bat  where's  the  barm  in  that?" 


7.  Pharaoh's  daughter  on  the  bank, 

Little  Moses  in  the  pool, 
She  fished  him  out  with  a  telegraph  pole 
And  aent  him  off  to  school. 


Sottcnvto 


GOOD  -  NIGHT. 
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1.    Good  -  night.       la  -  diesl... 


Good  -  night,        la  -  dies  ' . 


iPP 


Good   -    night, 
_&^_ 
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la  -  dies  !. . . .  We're  going  to    leave    you    now. 

I 


Mer         ri-ly          we  roll  a-long, 


^— *^  I  K  k. 
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roll      a     iong       roll       a  -  long.        Mer  -  -  ri-ly        we  roll      a  -  long,     .     O'er  the  dark  blue  sea 


2.  Farewell,  ladies  ,  farewell,  ladies  ;  I      3.  Sweet  dreams,  ladies  ;  sweet  dream*,  ladies  ; 

Farewell,  ladies ;  we're  going  to  leave  you  now,  |  Sweet  dreams,  ladies  ;  we're  going  to  leave  yon  now, 

Merrily,  etc.  Merrily,  etc. 


1        (Round.) 


MERRILY,  MERRILY. 
2 


Mer-ri  -  ly,   mer -ri-ly      greet    the  morn  ;          Oheer-i  -  )y.  cheer-i  •  ly        sound    the  hern 

3  4 


Hark  I    to  the  ec-hoea     hear    them  play,   O'er    hill     and  dale,     far        tar        a    way 
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SOLOMON    LEVI. 


FRED  SEAVER. 


! 


Mv  name-    is    Sol  -  o  -  mon    Le    -    vi,    At       my      store    on  Chatham  Street,  That's 

•1     And   if        a       bum  -  mer  comes      a  .  long   To  my  store    on  Chatham  Street,  And 
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where  you'll  buy  vour  coats  and  vests,  And      eve  -  ry-thing  that's  neat  ; 
I     to  hang    me    up    for   coats    And    vents  so    ver  -  y    neat; 
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I've      Be-coud-hund-ed 
I  kicks  the  bunr.ne!  rijjht 
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I'1-sWr-ettes,  and      everything  that's  tine. 
out  »(  ray  store  And      on  him  sets  my  pup. 


For      all      the  boys  they  trade  with  me  At    a 
For  I  won't    sell  clothing  to    an  -  y  man      Who 
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nl  for  -  ty      nine 
set     me    up. 


O         Sol  -  o-mon        Le    -    vi  I        Le     -    vi  1  tra  la   la 
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SOLOMON    LiuVl. 
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Poor         Sheen    •    y      Le     -     vi,     .          Tra  la  la  la  la  la      la   la   la        la.     My 


CHORUS, 
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name     isSol-o-mon   Le  -  vi,  At     my    store    on   Chatham  street ;  That's  where 'you'll  buy  your 
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coats  and  vests,  And      ev'rything  else  that's  neat ;  Second -hand -ed        TJlsterettes   and 

tra  la  la. 
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evrything  else  that's  fine,        For    all  the  boys  they  trade  with  me  At  a  hundred  und  for-fy-nine. 


»r^^j-_ ^JU    ^SEEH   ^^  E5ct--^Ek5^ 


8.  The  people  are  delighted  to  come  inside  of  my  store. 

And  trade  with  the  elegant  gentleman  what  I  keeps  to  walk  the  floor. 

He  is  a  blood  among  the  Sheeuies,  beloved  by  one  and  all. 

And  his  clothes  they  fit  him  just  like  the  paper  on  the  wall. — Cftorut. 


PORK,  BEANS,  AND  HARD-TACK; 

A  REBELLION  SONG. 
SOLOMON  L«TI." 

1  Onr  volunteers  are  soldiers  bold,  so  say  the  people  all. 
When  duty  calls  they  spring  to  arms,  responsive  to  tbentH, 
With  outfits  old  and  rotten  clothes  ill-fitted  for  the  strife, 
They  leave  their  home  on  starving  pay  to  take  the  mt«hies  hie. 

CHORUS. 

Pork,  beans  and  hard  taok,  tra  la  la  la,  etc., 

Poor  hungry  soldier,  tra  la  la,  etc. 

In  rags  we  march  the  prairie,  most  eager  for  the  fray, 

But  v  -*r  the  enemy,  they  always  run  away. 

.rporation  labourers  with  fat-i-gue  each  day, 
We  dig  and  scrape  and  hoe  and  rake  for  fifty  cents  a  day. 

2.  Faint,  cold  and  weary,  we're  packed  on  an  open  car, 
Cursing  our  fate  and  Crumbling  as  soldiers  ever  are, 
Hungry  and  thirsty,  over  the  C.P.R. 
Instead  of  by  tho  all  rail  i  'roit  and  Chicago.— Chorut. 

8.  On  half  cooked  beans  and  fat  pork  we're  fed  without  relief, 
Save  when  we  get  a  change  of  grub  on  hard-tack  and  corn  beef. 
On  fat-i  gue  and  guards  all  day,  patrols  and  pickets  by  night, 
If  B  thus  we  while  oar  time  away,  our  duty  seems  ne'er  to  light. 

4.  Down  the  wild  Saskatchewan  in  river  boats  we  go, 

At  last  we  reach  Lake  Winnipeg  and  are  taken  by  a  tug  in  tow. 
On  board  a  barge  two  regiments  are  'shoved  into  the  hold, 
Like  sardines  in  a  box  we're  packed,  six  hundred  men  all  told. 

6.  Down  the  length  at  Winnipeg  Lake  we  roll  throughout  the  night, 
And  on  we're  towed  along  the  Lake  till  Selkirk  is  m  sight, 
We  disembark  in  double  quick  time,  we  once  more  board  a  train. 
We're  on  our  way  for  Winnipeg,  we're  getting  near  home  again. 

6.  The  ladies  of  our  city  are  noble  dames  you  know, 

And  helped  us  in  our  woeful  plight  when  grub  was  very  low, 

We  cannot  thank  them  as  we  ought  for  every  kindness  done, 

But  we  say  it  from  our  inmost  souls  their  goodness  our  hearts  haa  won. 


Voicm 


PEGGY    MURPHY. 


Word«  »nd  Mu.ic  by  CHARLES  M    RYAN. 
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dape       aa    two       o       oea-  •        as    two  skies,          And  the  t>lan  -  ces  they  shot     were  like 

bedi  dal    day  Arrah'  fal      dhe  dal,    da        dhe   dal 
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PEGGY    MURPHY. 


com    -    ets'    big    tails.          Sore  those  eyes    were  quite    fit        for     the    Prin  -  cess      of    Wales 
<lal          dhe    dal      day.  Masha !  fal        dhe  dal,     dal        dhe    dal,    dal        dhe    dal      day. 


2.  H«rrmouth  it  was  like  a — och  !  sure  I  can't  tell, 

But  whene'er  she  spoke  through  it  a  sound  like  a  bell 
Went  a  ringin'  and  dingin'  straight  into  my  soul, — 
Sure  a  swate  little  mouth  was  that  same  little  hole. 

3.  Her  skin  it  was  whiter  than  newly-laid  milk. 
And  softer  by  far  than  the  softest  of  silk ; 
Her  complexion  indade  was  so  clear  and  so  fair 

You  could  see  through  her  face  all  the  roots  of  her  hail. 

4.  Her  lips  an'  her  cheeks  had  an  exquisite  tint, 
So  rich  and  so  rare,  by  the  angels  'twas  lint ; 

Arrah  !  naught  could  compare  with  her  blushes  so  red, 
When  she  walked  in  the  garden  the  roses  dropped  dead. 

5.  Her  hair  was  so  fine  that  it  couldn't  be  felt, 

An'  so  much  like  the  sunshine  you'd  think  it  would  melt; 
Oh  !  it  glistened  an'  dazzled,  I'm  tellin'  no  lies, 
That  to  take  a  look  at  it  you'd  shut  both  your  eyes. 

6.  Her  neck  an'  each  shoulder,  each  arm  an'  each  hand, 
Made  her  fit  for  a  fairy  queen  holdin'  a  warul ; 
Arrah  !  she  was  so  deservin'  of  fairy-like  things, 

I'm  not  sure  but  I  think  she  had  nice  little  wings. 

7.  Her  teeth  were  like  pearls  strung  out  in  two  rows. 
Between  luscious  cherries  righl  under  her  nose ; 

They  formed  a  nate  fence  round  such  nice  private  grounds, 
Where  a  sharp  teasing  tongue  never  stayed  within  bounds. 

8.  Her  breath  was  as  pure  as  a  babe's  or  a  dove's. 
That  milky-like  breath  that  a  spoony  man  loves 
'Twas  the  clanfied  essence  of  nectar  an'  dew, 
An'  sugar  \n'  honey  made  into' a  stew. 

8.    For  a  word  or  a  smile  from  my  paragon  Peg 
I'd  cut  off  my  head,  or  I'd  saw  off  my  leg ; 
And  as  for  a  kiss  from  her  lips  fresh  and  swate, 
"Twould  so  fill  me  with  joy  as  to  intoxicate. 

10.  I  oooed  an'  I  wooed  her  a  year  an:  a  day, 

An'  I  asked  her  to  marry  me  quick  straight  away. 
Oh  !  she  laughed  in  my  face  sayin',  "  Larry,  me  boy, 
I'm  engaged  to  be  married  to  Mickey  McCoy  !" 

11.  Then  1  threw  myself  under  a  willowy  tree, 

An'  I  blubbered  an    bawled  till  I  scarcely  could  see. 
Why  didn't  I  ask  when  I  first  crossed  her  door 
If  she'd  e'er  been  engaged  or  married  before  ? 
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VIVE  LA  COMPAGNIE. 


AUrgrn. 


Words  by  P.  B.  HODOINS, 
CHORUS 


Briii*;  hither    a    beak-er  and     fill     it  with  wine.  Vi  -  ve    la  com  -  pag  -  nie  1 
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And  pledge  Al  -  ma  Ma  -  ter  with   nine  -  ty  times  nine. 


Vi  •  ve     la  com  -  pug  -  me  ! 


" 


vi    -  v        le      roi. 


vi  -  ve        la     reine, 


V:       ve      l.i      com  -  pan     .     n:o! 


Is  _f  _f» ; i  ^    fr_h    I 


9.    Here's  to  the  Senators,  all  in  a  row, 

But  what  they  are  good  for  I  really  don't  know. 

8.  The  Professors  come  next,  and  they're  not  a  bad  lot, 

There  are  some  that  are  good,  and  there  are  some  that  are  not. 

4.  Here's  to  the  Ladies — they  do  as  they  please,— 

Take  our  places  in  street-cars  and  class-lists  with  ease. 

5.  Here's  to  the  Freshman,  of  brazen  fifteen, 

In  his  cap  and  bis  gown  day  and  night  he  is  seen. 

6.  Here's  to  the  Bedel,  who  carries  the  mace, 

As  he  walks  up  the  aisle  he's  the  model  of  grace.  „ 

7.  Here's  to  ourselves— we're  the  best  of  the  crowd, 
We're  too  modest  to  mention  our  praises  out  loud 

•     Here's  to  the  fellow  who  sings  out  of  tune, 

We'll  ohoke  him  right  off,  for  he  can't  die  too  soon. 

•.    Here's  to  Exams  ,  but  we've  drained  the  last  drop, 
So  I  think  it  is  time  for  this  ditty  to  stop. 


CHINESE    SONG. 


BARITONE  SOLO- 


1.  Me         tjettee     married,  HaVe      a      pret  -  ty  wif    -    ee.      Have     a      pig  -  gy    tail    -    ee. 

2.  Me        fingee      songee,    Get  -   ee      fiv  -  ee  cent  -  ee,       Tak  -  ee      fiv    -  ee    cent  -   ee, 


Hang    it      down-ee        back,  'Long   corn  -  ee      Meli  -  can    man.        Pull  -  ee      pig  -  gy      tail    -  ee, 
Put    him      right  a    -    way,   'Long    com  -  ee      Meli  -  can    man,        Tak  -  ee      fiv  -  ee      cent  -  ee, 


::=j5r=- 


— H^ 


Pull  pig    -    -    gy          tail     -     ee          Till          the         flace-         glow  black. 

Turn        36       right  a    -    round     and          say,  "  Hey,          what      d'ye  say. 


SOLO 


Me          lik  -  ee      bow  -  wow,     she         lik   -   ee    chow  -  chow,    Me  lik  -  ee         HI  -  lee      gal, 


Me         lik  -  ee      bow      wow,     she         lik    -   ee     chow  -  chow     Me  lik  - 


lil  .  lee 


k     h     h 


m 


she         lik    -   ee     me ;  'Long        com  -  ee      Meli  -  can  man,      pull  -  ee       pig  -  gy     tail     -     ee, 


she          lik    -   ee     me ;  'Long      .  com  -  ee      Meli  -  can  man,      pull  -  ee       pig  -  gy     tail          ee, 


—I—       ft      fy N- 


j<= — m — ^ — »r 


i  J 


_ 


-* — w>- 


m 


Pull     -     ee  pig  -    -  "v  tail     -     ee 

-E3EE^EE^EEi£^=j 

3E:  FP-  — *T  =£=  -^t~  —*- 


on         the         bold  Chi 

-J»- 


Pull     .     ee  .        pig  -    -  gy  tail     -     ee  on          the          bold  Chi          •     nee. 

=h=: 
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TUB    PUSHFUL    POLLY WOG 

\\orrtt*  by  JOHN  D  SPEN  Music  by  JAMBS    EDMUND  JONES,     >88. 

Solo. 


j»  u  p 


p 


1.  In  the    dim-ness      of       the      ag  -   es    when     the 
a.  It  may  seem     a        lit   -  tie     fish  -  y,       but    phi 

3.  As   he    swam  one     sum- me  r  morn -ing,  close     be 

4.  Had  you    met   him  some-what    lat  -  er,   you'd  have 


'Var  -  si  -  ty    was  young1, 

lo  -  so-phers   re  -  late 
side  the  qui   -  et    shore, 
struggled  to      es-cape, 


pM 

fcytt/t  >      — 

J>.   .  . 

*  j1  i   *\ 
•K   .   , 

-T—f-*  J1 
-^  

+T 

^    --*—1  p- 

j  T  -f-    -  j  *  p  '  = 

-J  *— 

CHORUS 


Solo 


Air.                                               Groped  a  spine-less  pol-ly  wog-gle  with  an      un-de-vel-oped lung; 

The  tad -dy  soon  a    fish  be-came,tho' still  in-ver-te-brate; 

V    ~    A  -  Jv  -S       -      1*X"I; 

The  bank  looked  so  in-vit  -ing  that  he  ven-turedto  ex-plore; 

For  real  -  ly     he  pre-sent-ed    a  most  ques-tion-a-ble  shape; 


Solo 


^ 


It       was  strug-gle,    it     was    strive;         It       was 

'Mid       the  si  -  lence  of     the      sea,            In         a 

So         he  flopped  and  wad-died    out,        Looked  with 

Sav  -  age  joy,    to      us      de  -  nied,'  •   Filled    the 


hard  to  keep  a -live;  But    he  kept   on     ev  -    ol  -  ut -ing  and    this       lit -tie  song  be   sung, 

.-iessmelo  -  dy,     Still  he  gur- gled.gur- gled,  gur-gled  at       a           tru-ly  tiresome  rate, 

-ter-est    a-bout,Grewa  set    of    legs    to      car  -  ry  him,    and   murmured  as     be-fore, 

creature's  hairy  hide,  As    be  chat- tered,chattered,  chattered   in       the  semblance  of    an  ape 

It I  ^__               r       i                          r?\ 


CHORUS 


But    he  kept    on     ev  -    ol    -   ut  -  ing    and    this  lit  -  tie     song   he    sung-: 

Still  he  gur-g'ledjg-ur-gled,    g-ur-gled    at       a  tru-ly     tire- some   rate: 

Grew  a       set    of       legs  to       car-  ry    him,  and  murmured    as       be  -  fore; 

As     he  chattered, chattered,  chattered    Jn     the  semblance  of       an     ape: 


rrrf-tTT 


i 


m 


P 


£ 


u  CHORUS   Tempo  ordinaro 

35C 


ii-  j^'Urr 


Var-si-ty!         Var-si-ty!  V-A  -  R  -  S  .   -      I  -  T  -  Y!         V  -     A 


R      -    S 


m 


f 


Y! 


Vnr 


ty! 


Rah! 


Rah! 


Rah! 


f 


Directions:—  For  the  fir«t  chorus  sing'(jt50)Varnity;  for  second^?)  Varsity,  Varsity;  for  third(mf) 
Varsity,  Varsity, Varsity (/OCOSO);    for  fourth, complete   chorus. 

5.  Coming'  down  another  aeon,  you'll  observe  a  curious  thing1: 
The  ape  has  lost  the  tail  by  which  of  yore  he  used  to  swing1; 

Cane  and  collar,  hands  and  feet  — 
Lo,  the  Freshman  all  complete! 

With  a  saw-mill  in  his  thorax  now  this  ditty  doth  he  sing". 
Chorus:—  Varsity!    Varsity!  &c. 

6.  The  world  is  very  evil,  and  I  shouldn't  like  to  g-uess 

To  what  a  bail  ascendancy  the  Freshman  might  progress; 

He  might  evolve  a  brain; 

A  degree  he  might  obtain; 

But  though  he  were  a  Senator,  he'd  warble  none  the  less: 
Chorus  as  before,  but  adding  the  shout.* 


HONOUR  OLD  'VARSITY. 

JVordm  adapted  by  E.  C.  ACHESON.'Sg. 


NOBWBOIAN  NATIONAL  An.—"  Bnnm  A»  Nona*  • 

h 


PlAKOX 


^^i^3E 


1.  Minstrel  awaken  the  harp  from  its  slumbers,  Joyfully  strike  for  the 


j 


old 'Varsity  I       High  and  hero  -  10  in      soul-stirnngnumbers.DearAlmaMater,  we  strike  it  for  thee. 

-=^ , 1 


daysthatare  past;  Hearts  beatingloudlyandcheeksglowingproudly.HoDourold'Varsityand  will  to  the  last. 
/ 


2.  Wide  now  are  sonttered  thy  sons  and  thy  daughters, — 

Oft,  when  begin  the  long  shadows  to  fall, 
On  as,  in  floods,  like  the  swift,  rushing  waters, 

Crowd  recollections  of  hours  past  recall. 
Days  full  of  pleasure  without  stint  or  measure, — 

Days  when  the  hours  were  like  birds  on  the  wing,- 
These  were  our  blessing,  when,  ardor  possessing, 

Dwelt  we  at  'Varsity,  whose  pr-aee  now  we  sing. 

•  Minstrel,  awaken  the  harp  from  its  slumbers, 

Joyfully  strike  for  the  old   Varsity  : 
High  and  heroic,  in  soul  stirring  numbers, 

Dear  Alma  Mater,  we  strike  it  for  thee. 
Heedless  cf  others,  maidens  and  brothers, 

Stick  to  your  colors  with  hearts  brave  and 
Aid  f  r»-ly  lend  her,  and  stoutly  defend  her. 

Honour  old  'Varsity,  dear  'Varsity. 


3OLO. 


THE  THREE  CROWS. 

• 

CHORUS. 


iOLO. 


m 


j  -g 


There   were  three  crows   sat    on        a  tree,      O        Bil  -  iy   Ma-gee      Ma-gar  1  There 


2.  Said      one     old    crow     un  -  to     his  mate,     O        Bil  -  ly   Mii-gi-e     Ma-gar  1  Said 


U»VI*   ^ 
Billy  Magee ! 


CHORUS. 

8 


h 


three  crows  sat  on  a  tree,  O      15illv  Magee  Magar  ! 


There  were  three  crows  sat  on  a  tree.  And 


one  old  crow    un-to    his  mate,  O  Billy  Magee  Magar !  Said  one  old  crow  unto  his  mate  "What 

Billy  Magee  1 


j»hhj*  fc  j  ^   i*  j*  h   ^^   ih  fc 


they   were  black    as  black  could  be,  And  they  all      flapped  tliuir  wings  and  cried  Caw,  Caw,  Caw, 


shall      we     do      for  grub      to  ate  ?"  And  they  ah"     flapped  their  wings  and  cried  Caw,  Caw,  Caw, 


p. 


^-^ 


_IW>=: 
r>^~ 


?3 
y    Magee    Magar  !     And    they  all    flapped  their  wings  and  cried  Billy     Mage 


Bil-ly     Magee     Magar  I     And    they  all    flapped  their  wings  and  cried  Billy     Magee      Magar! 


^£=£3^0$ 


.  "  There  lies  a  horse  on  yonder  plain," |  ,,. 


Chorus.— Q  Billy  Magee  Magar  I     ) 
"  There  lies  a  horse  on  yonder  plain, 
Who's  by  some  cru»l  butcher  slain." — Chorui 


4.  "  We'll  perch  ourselves  on  his  backbone,"  1    ,,.   , 
Chorus.— O  Billy  Mafiee  Magar!  j  \ots-> 

"  We'll  perch  ourselves  on  his  backbone, 
"  And  pick  his  eyes  out  one  by  one." — Charm. 

6.  "  The  meat  we'll  eat  before  it's  stale.")  ,,.  . 
(7fton/s.— O  Billy  Magee  Magar  !      i  <tns-> 
"  The  meat  we'll  eat  before  it's  stale. 
"  Till  nought  remains  but  bones  and  tail." — Chornr 

*  Imitate  Crowt. 


(Ronndl 


GOOD    NIGHT. 
9 


8 


pro 


lonnd.  Till  morn 


light 


KtfTtttiVO. 


MEERSCHAUM    PIPE, 


TKHOK8. 


fid  by  THEO.  MARTENS. 


1.  Oh,    who    will    smoke    my  meerschaum    i-ipe, 


it. 


who 


will   nmoke    my   meencbaum      pipe, 


Oh, 


tWD 

BAM 


Oh.      who    will    smoke  my  meerBohinm      pipe,  Meer«eh«um  pipe, 


Pu»< 


Oh,  who  will   smoke     m 


--—&-' M    C    ^    1    1    JfT-^F 

;  s  s  j ;  ?  t  -t~ 


Oh  wlio  will  Hiimln-  in)  ineersohnum  pipe, 


h  who  will  smoke  niy 


' 


who  will  smoke  my  meersohaum  pipe, 


Oh,    who 


Sj 


:  :fi  •        ^\     , 
r  I          J  J1  J 


will  rmoke      my 

~  —»- 


Oh.  wli  >  <vnl  Huioke  ii, y  mtwrBohftnm pip*.  Metischaum  pipe 


Oh,  who  will 


_*  - 5    r 


MEERSCHAUM   PIP£. 
meerschaum      pipe  when  I,  when  I  am  far  a  -  way 


meerschaum      pipe  when  I    am    far,  When  I    am  far  a  -  way. 


t  Bi\d  man  I 


— trr  ~~F'~jp~r  n 


meerschaum        pipe 


When  I 


am  far 


a  -  way. 


Bad  man  ! 


J  j  J ;  ~~ 


smoke  my  meerschtuim  pipe 

feJ^ 


When  I  am  far 


a-way.      *Al-lie  Bazan  !     Bad  man  I 

/TV  *• 


9.  Oh,  who  will  wear  my  cast-off  boots  7 
Allie  Bazan  !  Johnnie  Moran  I 

8.  Oh,  who  will  hoist  my  green  umbrell  ? 

Allie  Bazan,  Johnnie  Moran,  Mary  MoOann  1 

4.  Oh,  who  will  go  to  Bee  my  girl  7 

Allie  Bazan,  Johnnie  Moran,  Mary  MoCann, 
Kazeoazan  1 

5.  Oh,  who  will  take  her  out  to  ride? 

Allie  Bazan,  Johnnie  Moran,  Mary  MoC/ann, 

Kazeoazan,  Yucatan  I 
tfwat  this  strain  once  for  second  stanza,  twice  for  third,  etc. 


6.  Oh,  who  will  squeeze  her  snow-white  hand  ? 

Allie  Bazan,  Johnnie  Moran,  Mary  McCaan, 
Kazeoazan,  Yucatan,  Kalamazoo ! 

7.  Oh,  who  will  trot  her  on  his  knee  ? 

Allie  Bazan,  Johnnie  Moran,  Mary  McCann, 
Kazeoazan,  Yucatan,  Kalamazi  o,  Michigan  1 

8.  Oh,  who  will  kiss  ner  ruby  lips  ? 

Allie  Bazan,  Johnnie  Moran,  Mary  MoOann, 
Kazecazan,  Yucatan,  Kalamazoo,  Michigan, 
BAB  MAN !  1 1 

4  For  liut  stanza  only 


REGIMENTAL  SONG  OP  THE  QUEEN'S  OWN  RIFLES. 


Wordi  by  Rev  JOHN  CAMPBELL,  '65. 


Mijor  t    E    D1XON 


;=£: 


+  •   4—*- 


*  I    m — *- 


Up,  comrades  up !  'tis  oar  bn  •  - 
•2  On,  couiridea  mi  I  '  trav  •  el  fast  -  - 
a.  Home,  oomnuleH  homo  I  ri  -  fles  sling  .  - 


gle,         Th'au    KU.U  -  bly,  it  sounds  loud  and 
er;  On,     not      a     moment's  de- 

ing,  '     Ilcxrts  bonndin'j  hi^li  with   da- 


PliMO. 


3F 


tr:- 


3 


"lear  ; 
lay; 

light, 


- 


m 


m 


Of       time    as       in    fare  let's    be        frn 
TV.  i'l     bring  but   dis-grace  and     dis     -    as 
Fl»f<8  are      fly  -  ing,  the  joy     bells   are        ring 


3 


——  — 


pal,  Ar.il 

ter,  And 

ing,        As  Uiey 


i 


1 


H4- 


REGIMENTAL  SONO  OF  THE  QUEEN'S  OWN  RIFLB8 


m 


-* 


on  ""th  our  oid      fighting      v1'*-'- 
make  man  -  y  f*d     hearts  to  -  day. 
welcome  us  home  from  the   ii;,lit. 


Though  oar   feet  be    fare  with  th«  marching, 

On  our  quick  march  perehiinteiire  depend  -  my 
Now        off     to  our  peaceful  vo  -  cu-iiuns, 


And 

Vic  to- 
The 


hun-cer    won't    Ie:ive    us 

ry  .  .        Mid  the  i.vos  <  f 

workshop,  the        desk,    or 


(x    -    luno; 
the     brave ; 
the     gown ; 


Th«uah  with  thirst  our      iips      be 

The  quick  -er  the  Boou-er    its 

We       or*    mare    of  good  quarters    and 


l=i 


J 1      | 

^& 


parching,          We're    pro  -  purcdl  uro        w>    not? 
euJ  -  iii-l,  And         rest     oomos    with  |>oti<;o 

ri-hoiis,  Till     liio         next     lime    they  need 


Quoon's  Own. 
or  tlie  crave, 
the  Queen's  Own. 


I 


0  g 

-^,  —  |  

3=X 

\  —  1  — 

-*  

— 

y 

1  ^  — 

*l  ' 

4>  —  J  —  •  —  •»— 
&     9    3  '  v  J»^»  ' 

I.  Though  our  feat       be    sore  with     the 
u  though  feet     be    sore  with     the 
:(           Now          o;T  to  our  ponce-  !ul      vo    - 

.  -    i-  —  ^  4t  —  ,  ^  ^t  1  — 

^fcj  —  r  i  a  —  *—  =  —  L  .  i- 

—4  —  *  —  —  -  —  *—-*-\ 
+             + 

march-ing.                     And 
murch-inc,                     And 
c:i  -  lions,                     The 

i   *    i«  *n 

-4  3  —  3  g  

*       mi       mi       m     '"T-1 
l—  *  *  5  9  J-=  »-* 

linn  -  >;er    won't  Icuvo    ns          a  • 
linn  -  ger     «.  nit  leave    ua           a  - 
workshop,     thu     desk,    or          the 

•^  v  r  -*-  -*-  T  , 

—  t  !  1  1- 

* 

r^r  —  '  —  i 

?  —  ?~ 

I--I 

" 

* 

'* 

s 

—  r 

~w  —  w  — 

g~y  ' 

'         U    $        ~t 

Thmmh  with  thiret  our    lip«     be 
TliM,1(jh  with  thirst  onr     lips      be 
K°wn  !  -»"rP  of  eood  quarters  nnrt 

-   r 


parehine.  Wo're  prepnr.'d  !   are  we  not?  Queen's  O-  ••. 

parcliinu.  We  will  march,  wl]  we  not?  Qi n's  0*n. 

ra-rion*      Till  the  next  timp  they  need  thf  Qtn  .  «'»  Own 


a  5 


DULCE  DOMUM. 


eon  meto 


(Wincheiter  College)-    iyth  Century 

-V  — N/r      d 


Voiom 


^^ 


Puiro 


.  Con    -    oi-na-mus        o        So    -    da  -  lea        E    -  ja!   quid    si 
'2.  Ap    -   pro-pin-quat       eo    -   ce  i       fe  -  lix        Ho  -  ra      gau  -  di 

r- 


t^- —  I.    IX   iX « 


No  -  bi  -  le  can-ii-cum       Dol-oe  me-loa     Do  -  mum  Dnl  -    -  •  •••  1  o  -  mum      re  -    -]r-    so  -  ue- 


Post     gra-ve    ta»-di-nm        Ad-ve-nit  om  -  ni    -    um      Me  -    -  ta  \se  -    ti 


la,  -  bo  -rum 


q     Ni 


Pl^ 


CHORUS. 


^^j-^-^-J1-^^-^^  j  *Li^ 


Do    -    mum,  Do  -  mum,     Dul    -    ce      Do  -  mum,  Do    -    mum.  Do  -  mum,  Dul    -   ce        Do  -  mum 


^ 


Dal  -   ce,  Dul  -  ce,   Dul    -    ce    •      Do    -    mum,       Dul  -  ce   Do  -  mum 


3.  Musa!  libros  mitte,  fessa, 
Mitte  pensa  d  ura ; 

Mitte  negotium; 
Jam  datnr  otium : 
Me  mea  mittito  cura. 

Chorus. — Domum,  Domum,  Ac 

4.  Bidet  annas,  prata  rident : 
Nosque  rideamus. 

Jam  repetit  Domum 

Daulias  advena  : 

Nosque  Domum  repetamus. 

Chorus. — Domum,  Domum,  &o. 


5.  Heu  !  Rogere :  fer  cabal los : 
Eja !   nunc  eamns ; 
Limen  amabile, 

Matria  et  oscula, 
Suaviter  et  repetamns. 

Clionts.-  -Domum,  Domum, 

6.  Concinamns  ad  Penates; 
Vox  et  audiatur : 
Phoaphore  !   quid  jubar, 
Segniub  fixicans, 

Oan  moratur? 

(JAonw. — Domam,  Domam, 


HEIGHO,  HEIGHO. 


1.      As          1          was    walk   -   ing     down    the    street,         Heigh  -  o,        lioigh  •  o,      heiuh 
8.      Bald       I          to       .her,  ••  What        is     your  trade  ? "     Heigh  -  o,        heigh  -  o,     heigh 


o,    heigh  -  o,          A    pret    •    ty    girl        I  chanced  to  meet,  Heigh  -  o,    heigh  •  o,      hei^'l. 
o,    heigh  -o,        Said    she     to    me,  "  I'm  a  weav-er'smaicl,"  Heigho,   heigh    o,      heigh  -  o. 


StS; 


m 


t  .       *  8  . 


nig  -  a  •  jig  -  jig,  and   a  •  way       we    go,         a  -  way      wa    go,       ft  •  wav 
Big  -  a  •  jig  •  jig,  and    a  -  way        we    go,          a  -  way       we    go,        a  - 


V 


Hig  -  ft  -  jig  -  jig,    and     a  -  way       wo        go,      Heigh  -  o,       heigh    -    o,    h 

* 


p,     heigh  •  o,       heigh  -  o,       heigh  -  o,       heigh  -  o,       heigh  •  o.       heigh    o,         heujh-», 


1 


|i 

s  "  m      •*     ~y   c^     w  .  r 

Rig  •   •    -    jig      jig,      and        a   -    way        we     go,       Heigh  -  o,       beigh  -  o,      heigh  .  o 
:«LjljK__^     ft      ^.^^rg7  ~f~^~'^f^grr:-Z^^Cj--JJ!L  h^""^ 
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IT  FOLLOWED 


Moderate. 

A    .      P 


87 

Arr.  by  CARRIE  B.  ADAMS 


Md-ry  bad     a      lit -tie  lamb,  a    lit-tle       liunb 

Ma-ry    had     a      lit -tie  lamb,        a     lit. tie        lamb,        a     lit-tle        lamb 

P 


r  i  ?  n  1 1  r 

lit  -tie  lamb,  a     lit-tle       lamb. 


P 

I 


Ma-ry   had     a      lit-tle          lamb, 

c 


1 1  >ppf- 


a     lit-tle  lamb 

lamb          a    lit   tie          lamb, 


Ma  -  ry     had'    a      lit  -  tit          _    

Pf^ 

a    lit  -  tie 


lamb, 
lamb . 


Allegro. 


r  r 

Ma  .  ry     had 
Ma  -  ry      had      a 


•    i    ,....,-» 

?       f  "     '   f 


—  ._ — -jf~- 1 

'-3^ 


a         lit  -  tie          lamb,  A  ti    .  ny,  w«od-«:u  thing,  It 

lit  -  tie          lamb,  A 


u»      •     **f>  j     vrvwv*      '•"     *')J**1B) 

ti  -  ny,  wood -en  thing1,  It 


I 

ti       ny,  wnod  -  eti  tiling",  It 


Ma-ry      had      a        lit  -  tie         Ian 


te?    !: 


/TN  _         ^         ^  . 

f  f  ;ff  f  P  » fl^^ 


oould  -  n't       help         but      fill    -    luw  ause  .triiig"! 


•       ...  __  _.  . 

?  ?       ? 


_,_ 

r     ?  r  ' 


oould  -  n't      hi'lp         but      fill   -    low       her,  'Ca-.ixe  Ma  -   ry   held  the  string-! 

$        £        $  I 


uciil   .-.tiivd  i.-uu  bis  Bbt  to  i 
Dean  —  ih  .1  IJIIHJ    man,  a  busy  mini.. 
He  dabbles  in  psychiatry. 
He  play«  tin,  I  i.  title  tor, 
Vourt   Lin^li  tu  iieai'    llil.i    i  i-uckliiR    iiutn; 
Look  out.  i  ,     ,  .i>  K°t  you. 

Ta,ken  by  pwmit-.Hion  of  I  mvirt  Publinhi)iK  Co.  tiom"In 
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TO    THE   NORTH    TO  THE    LAND  OF 

PINE 

Words  by  M.O.  KLOTZ. 

Music 

by  JAMES  EDMUND  JONES,  '89. 
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1.  Hur  -  rah     for  the    North  with  its    hills     of  pine     And  its    lakes     with     fir   -     fringed 

2.  Who  cares  for  the   bi      -  ting-        blasts  that  blow  From  the    pole,     with  their  snow  and 

3.  Or, when  soft- ly  sighs      the  sum-mer  breeze  And  all      na  -   ture  laughs     with 

4.  So       give   me  my  pad-die  and          birch    ca.noe,    Cut    me  loose  from  Dame Grun-dyfede- 


*** 


Pip* 


V«h  I  Jh/  j  j 


shores,  Hur   -    rah    for  the  streams  that       shim-mer  and  shine,  Or  toss  their  wild  tor-rent  down 

sleet,  With  a    tent      a    -     hove  and  spruce  boughs   be -low  And  a  pipe       to      cheer  ere  to 

g-lee,  When    evto      the      trout  will  com-mune  with  the  trees  And  the  rug--g«d  old  rocks  whis-per 

cree,  With       tra-der  and  trap-per  the  wild  North  I'll  woo,  With  noth-ing-  to      fear  there  is 


steep    de    -    cline    And  sing-  in  the   ra  -  pids'      roars, 

rest      we         go,    Who          fears  King-  Frost   to      ,  meet? 
low     to  the  seas,  Who'd        not   a  bold  North-man        be? 
nought  I  can't  do,    For  the  North  is  the  land     of  the   free, 


And          sing-  in  the  ra  -  pids' 
Who        fears  King-  Frost  to 
Who'd       not    a  bold  North-man 

fbr  the  North  is  the  land  of  the 


free. 


Then  come     U>  the  North,  to  the  land,  of  pine   Come  a  -  long-, come  a-long-  with 


89 


1 


^ 


me!         Then  come  to  the  North,where  the  days  are  fine,  To  the  North,  to  the  land  of  the  free 

3 
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MARCHING    SONG. 


Tune—  Heigho.  heipho 

1.  Come  listen  to  our  hearty  song, 

Heigho,  heigho,  heigho,  heigho, 
We'll  sing  it  as  we  march  along, 
Heigho,  heigho,  heigho. 

CHORUS. 
Rig  a  jig  jig  and  away  we  go, 

Heigho,  heigho,  heigho,  heigho. 
Rig  a  jig  jig  and  away  we  go, 

Heigho,  heigho,  heigho. 

2.  Oh  !  we're  the  boys  of  'Varsity, 
We're  out  to-night  upon  a  spree. 

3.  We  do  our  best  quite  willingly, 
To  make  Rome  howl  with  melody. 


Words  by  J.  J.  FERGUSON.  •«» 
4.  We  keep  the  sidewalk  two  and  two. 
Nor  turn  we  out  for  all  the  "  blue," 

6.  We  hustle  them  gently  out  of  the  way, 
And  still  we  sing  our  festive  lay. 

6.  They  make  the  hearts  of  sinners  quake, 
And  do  their  duty  when  awake. 


7.  We  know  right  well  it's  very 
To  keap  th«  cops  awake  so  long. 


8  Good  night  !  next  week  we'll  CQinu  again, 
We  must  inspect  them  now  ana  then. 


Fery  nanrrUv 


THE    BAGPIPES. 


W.  H.  HILLS. 


Yi,    yi,    yi,    yi,    yi.    yi.    yi,     yi,     yi,    yi,     yi,     yi,    vi.    yi.    yi,    yi,    yi,     yi,      \i,  yi,    yi, 
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NOTE. — As  the  soloist  reaches  the  climax  of  the  swell  in  the  last  measure,  the  chorus,  dimiwuendc-inQ,  turn  on  their  heels 
and  scatter  in  all  directions,  thus  illustrating  the  peculiar  die-away  dissipation  of  sound  characteristic  of  the  bag-pipes. 
Meanwhile  the  soloist,  holding  his  note,  stands  facing  the  audience,  and  puts  an  added  volume  of  'nang  into  his  finish,  as 
though  he  had,  with  an  effort,  squeezed  his  bag  flat. 


UP  AND  ON. 


Wbnii  by  JOHN     OXBNHAM 


Music  by  JA8.  EDMUND  JONES/88 
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1.  Live*  are  in  the 
3  ffcir  be -fore  UK 
8.  floes  in  plen  -  ty 
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inak-ing  here  Hearts  are  in  the  waU  -  ing- hero  Might  -  y  un-der  •  tuk  -  ing1  here 
lins  the  way  Time  for  work  and  time  lor  jilay  Kill  the  iue.-<  -iu«  vhile  wis  may 
we  hhall  meet  Hearth  tour  -  ag1-  eoub  scorn  de-feat  with  eoff  -  er  feet 


-          !.-J 


,111,1 


on! 


We  aw  arm    iufi'  i-r  tht    i'ight 

tinif  v  ill  not  de  -  lay 

;  TO  tht! 
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ng  ou  with 
Time    in  run-nlnfc 
Ev  -  er    up-w.M.i 
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CHORUS 

In  march  time. 
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tru-est  fame  Lies  in    high    en  -  deav-our 

Up  boys!     tru-ait,      fame  Lle8  in        Mffh  And  play  tut- 
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Play  the  gume! 
game,  the  gurnet 


r 


Keep  the  flame        burn-lug'  brignt-lj-      ev.er 


up,   then,  play  the' 
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guinet. 


Alternative  doge  for  Chorus  after 
third  stanza  in  place  of  previous  tioo  bam 
Up,  and     oii — —  Up,  and  on!  and      on!. 


ind  on!  and      on! . 

jyl-Ajbai 


game.the  gurae!          Up.andon!     uad     onl. 
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Up, 


und      unl. 
out  and        on!. 


and      on 


,Hini  on 
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GAUDEAMUS    IGITUR. 
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de  -  a     -     mil-;        i     -    gi  -  tor, 
I'  In    Riii.t.     qu;         iui    -     te     nos, 
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Ju     -     ve  -  nee     dum      su 
In        mun  -  do      fu     -    e 
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fi>     •   tur, 
te        nos. 
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mun  -  do         fu    •    e      -      re  ? 
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Post      jn  -  can 
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dam 
ad 


ju  -  ven  -  tn    -    tern, 
su    -  pe  -  ros 


Poet    mo  -  lea    -  tarn 
A    -    be  -  as        ad 


so    -  nee  -  tu     -     tern, 
in     -    fe  -  ro», 
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NOB        ha  -be  -  bit 
Duos       si  vis       vi 


ha 
de 


mus,        Nos      ha  -  be   -    bit  nu 

-  re,         Quos      si  vis         vi     -     -     de 
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I.  Vita  nostra  brevis  eat 

Br.  vi  nnietur, 
Venit  mora  velooiter, 
Bapit  nos  atrociter, 

Nemini  paroetur. 

4.  Vivat  academia, 

Vivimt  professores, 
Vivat  membrnm  qnodlibet, 
V'vant  membra  quaelibet 
Semper  sint  in  flore. 

6.  Vivant  omnes  virgines 

Faciles,  furmosas ! 
Vivant  et  mulierea, 
Teneraa  «,mabileg, 
Bonn,  laboriosae. 


6.  Quis  oonflaxns  hodie 

Academicorum  ? 
E  longinquo  convenernnt 
Protinusque  suocessernnt 
In  com  m  nn  e  fornm. 

1.  Alma  mater  floreat, 
Quae  nos  etlucavit, 
Caros  etcommiiitone*, 
Uissitas  in  regionea 
Sparsos,  congregaTit. 

8.  Vivat  et  republica 

Et  qui  illam  regit, 
Vivat  nostra  civitas, 
Mffioenat.nm  caritas 
Qua)  nos  hie  protegit. 


9.  Pereat  tristitis 

Pereant  osorea, 
Pereat  dmbolns, 
Quivis  antibnrschius, 
Atqae  irrisores. 


THE    MERMAID. 


Bissau 


1     'Twas  Fri  -  day    morn  when  we     set    sail,  And  we   were  not   far  from  the  land,    When  the 
•2.    Then  up  spake  the  captain  of  our  gallant  ahip,  And  a  well-3pok-en  man  was  he,  "  I  have 


Cap  -    tain     spied      a         love-ly   mer-maid,  With     a      comb     and      a     glass    in     her  hand, 
mar  -  ried         me     a         wife  in  Salem  town    And  to  -  night     she      a     wid  -  dow  will     be." 
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CHORUS. 
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Oh!.        the          o     -        cean  waves    may        roll,  And          the     storm     -     y     winds      may 


"— E-F— 


blow, While        we      poor      sai  -  lors       go      skip-ping     to     the      tops.     And       the 

I  mAV      Hlnw        ^^^ 


|        may    blow,     |     ]  ^         ^ 
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land  -  lubbers  lie  down  le  -  low,     be  -  low,     be-low,     And   the  land  -  lubbers  lie  down     be-   low. 
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8.   Then  up  spake  the  cook  of  our  gallant  ship, 

And  a  fat  old  cook  was  he  ; 
"  I  care  much  more  for  my  kettles  and  my  pots, 
Than  I  do  for  the  depths  of  the  sea." — C%oru«. 

4.   Then  out  spake  the  boy  of  our  gallant  ship, 

And  a  well-spoken,  laddie  was  he  ; 
'  I've  a  father  and  mother  in  Boston  city, 

But  to-night  they  childless  will  be."  —  Chona. 


5.  "  Oh,  the  moon  shines  brightand  the  stars  give  light ; 

Oh,  my  mammy  she'll  be  looking  for  me  ; 
She  m»y  look,  she  may  weep,  she  may  look  to  the  deep, 
She  may  look  to  the  bottom  of  the  sea."—  Chorus. 

6.  Then  thre  •  times  aronnd  went  our  gallant  ship, 

And  three  times  around  went  she, 
Then  three  times  around  went  our  gallant  ship, 

"he  sank  to  the  depths  of  the  sea."— Chona, 
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OLD    BLACK   JOE. 


P»eo  adagi» 


VMCB 


FUMU.< 


Word!  «nd  Muaic  by  STEPHEN  C.  FOSTER. 


1.  Gone  are  the  days  when  my  heart  was  young  and  gay,         Gone     me      my  tnends     from  tli> 

2.  Why  should  I  weep  when  my  heart  ihould  feel  no  pain?       Why       do       I  sigh  that  mj 
3    Where  ui'8  the  heart"  oiioe  BO    hap  -  i>y  and  so  free?      The  ohil  -  dren  to  dear  that    I 


cot  -  toil  fle.di      a  -  way,    Gone  from  the  earth  to    a      bet  -  ter    land      I    know, 

friends  ootue  not      a  -  gain,  Griev  -  ing  for  forms  now  de  -  part  -  ed    long       a  -go? 

held  up  -  on        my  knee,   Gone      to  the  shore  where  my  aoul   liao  long'd    to      go, 
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hear     their  gen-tie  voi -oes   call-in^    "Old     Bl|ck   Joe."      Chorus. 


com-ing,      I'm  com-iny,        For  my 


fS     ft  ft     fr     h  &    I 
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head    is  bend-ing  low ;          I     hear  their  gen  -  tie    voi  -  oes  oall-ing    "Old    Black      Joe.' 
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Alltyrn. 


THE  POACHERS  OF  LINCOLNSHIRE 


VOOT 


PIANO 


Old 


1,  When      t  was  bound    up    •    pre 


'-^--•J    dt * 

.    pren  .    -    -  tice         In 


fa  -    -  mous  Lin    -    coin- 
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I      served    mv   mas     -     tor     faith    •    fill  -  ly,         For    more     than    sov  -  en 


to  poach   -     -    ing,       As     von     shall  quick  -  ly  hear. 


)!»>    «-T— 


ClIOKUS.    AUparttinunlftm. 


2.   As  me  and  my  companions  were  setting  of  a  snare, 

'Twas  then  we  spied  the  gamekeeper — for  him  we  didn't  care  j 
For  we  can  wrestle  and  tight  my  boys,  jump  over  anywhere, — 
For  'tie  my  delight  of  a  shiny  night,  in  the  season  of  the  year  I 

8.    As  me  and  my  companions  were  setting  four  and  five, 
And  taking  of  them  up  again, we  took  the  hare  alive  ; 
We.  popped  her  into  a  bag,  my  boys,  and J*ro'  the  wood  did  steer, — 
Tor  'tis  my  delight  of  a  shiny  night,  in  the  season  of  the  year  1 

4.    I  threw  her  on  my  shoulders,  and  wandered  through  the  town, 
We  took  her  to  a  neighbor's  house,  and  sold  her  for  a  crown  ; 
We  sold  her  for  a  crown,  my  boys,  but  I  didn't  tell  you  where, — 
For  'tis  my  delight  of  a  shiny  night,  in  the  season  of  the  year  I 

6.    Success  to  every  gentleman  who  lives  in  Lincolnshire, 
Success  to  every  poacher  that  wants  to  sell  a  hare  ; 
Bad  luck  to  every  gamekeeper  that  will  not  sell  his  deer, — 
For  'tis  my  delight  of  a  shiny  night,  in  the  season  of  the  year  I 


UPIDEE. 


Yale 


-it    h 


1.  The  ph  i  lea  ofui^htv.     e  cumin1  down  awift, 
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I  -  pi  dee,      U  -  pi 'In,   Tr.eiuowwaa  lumiin' up  drift  on  drift 


t  fr    in  f«  i      f»   -  r    f*    -~.  I    £~P    P«    N  ~r 

U  -  pi  -  d'.^o  -  i  -  da,  Tin  'M'uli  a     Van  -  hco  vi  Vqe  a  youth  d'd  po.       \  •  carryiii'  a   flog  with  this    motto. 


fcl=* 


C.SORFS. 


U    -  pi  -  dee  -  i,    dee    -   i,    ila,  U   -  pi  -  due,        U  -  pi  -  da. 


U  -  pi  -  dee   -  i,      dee  -  i,     da. 
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FINE 


r-r-r-r  -  r-r-i-r  -  r-r-r-r  -  r-r-r-r     -     r  r-r-r  -  r-r-r-r  yab!  ynhl  yali!  yali! 


'2  O'er  his  high  forehead  corl'd  copious  hair, 
He'd  a  Koman  nose  and  complexion  fair, 
He'd  a  light  blue  eye  and  an  auburn  lash, 
And  he  ever  kep'  a  sh^atin'  through  his  moustache. — Cho 

i.  He  saw  through  the  windows  as  he  kept  gettin'  upper, 
A  number  of  families  siltm'  at  supper ; 
But  he  eyed  those  slippery  rocks  very  keen, 
And  fled  as  he  cried,  and  cried  while  a-flecin'  : 

4.  "O  take  care  yon,"  said  the  old  man,  "  stop  ! 
It's  blowiti'  galea  np  there  on  tup  ; 
You'll  tumble  off  on  the  other  side  !" 
But  the  hurryin'  stranger  still  replied: 

o.  "O  don't  go  np  such  n  shockin'  bad  night ; 
Come  sleep  on  my  lap,"  said  a  maiden  bright. 
On  his  Roman  nose  a  'ear-drop  come, 
8nt  Htill  lie  remarked,  us  he  upward  dumb: 


C.  "Look  out  for  the  branch  of  the  sycamore  tree  I 
Dodge  rollin"  stones  if  any  you  see  !" 
Sayin'  which  the  farmer  went  to  bed, 
But  the  singular  voice  replied  overhead : 

7.  About  a  quarter  past  six  cue  next  forenoon, 
.    A  man  accidentally  gom'  up  soon, 

Heard  spoken  above  him,  as  much  as  twice, 
Those  very  same  words  in  a  very  weak  voice  •. 

8.  Not  far,  I  believe,  from  a  quarter  of  seven, 
He  was  slow  gettin'  up,  the  road  bein'  uneven. 
He  found,  buried  tip  in  the  snow  and  ice, 
The  boy  and  his  flag  with  the  strange  device 

0.    He's  dead,  defunct,  without  a  doubt. 

The  lamp  of  his  life  has  entirely  gone  out ; 
On  the  drear  hill-side  the  youth  was  a-la;  in* 
And  there  was  no  more  use  for  him  tobea-sayin'; 


TRADUCTION  DE 


Dieu  protege  le  Roi. 
En  lui  nous  avpns  foi, 

Vive  le  Roi. 
Qu'il  soil  victorieux 
Et  que  son  peuple  heureux 
Le  comble  de  ses  voeux. 

Vive  le  Roi. 


"GOD  SAVE  THE  KING" 

Vtnion   francaise    par 

Benjamin  Sulle.   Oltauta,   Onl. 

Qu'il  rfcgne  de  longs  ;jour». 
Que  son  nom  soit  toujours, 

Notre  secours. 
Protecteur  de  la  loi, 
Et  de"fenseur  des  droits, 
Notre  eapoir  est  en  toi, 

Vive  le  Roi. 


VIVE    LA    CANADIENNE. 


Allegro. 


l. 

2. 


Viv   -   -    e 

Nous          la 
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la    Can  -   a    • 

meu-ons      aux 


•  diea    -      •    ne 
no    ...  ess, 


*      I        * 

Vo    -    le,     mon  ceenr, 

Vo    -     le,     mon  coeur, 

•J?'        J*    -4?  V* 
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-diea  -    •  re,      Et 
no    .     -  ces,  Dans 


eon      jo  -  lis    jeux    donx. 
tons    sen  beaux    a     -  tears. 


iu,       Viv  -    e 
le,     Nona     la 


la  Can  -a 

men-ona  aux 


^ 

lia      yeux    doux,  doux,  doux,     Et         sea 
beaux     a    -    tours,  tears.,  tours.  Dans  tou  i 


yeax    donx. 
a    •  tours. 


Nous  faisons  bonne  chere, 

Vole,  tnon  coeur,  vole, 
Nona  faisnns  bonne  ohere, 
lit  nous  avons  bon  gout,   (trr.) 

Charut — Vive  la  Canadienne,  etc. 

On  danse  aveo  noa  blondes. 
Vole,  mon  cosur,  vole, 
On  danse  aveo  nos  blondes, 
Nous  changeons  tour  4  tour,  (trr.) 
Cltorui — Vive  la  Cauadienne,  etc. 


6.   Alors  toute  la  terre, 

Vole,  tnon  coeur,  vole, 
Alors  toute  la  terre, 
Nous  appartient  en  tout.  (ter.\ 

Choriu — Vive  la  Canadienne,  efo. 

6.   Ainsi  le  temps  se  passe. 

Vole,  mon  coeur,  vole, 
Ainsi  le  temps  so  passe, 
11  est  vraiment  bien  doux.    (Ur.) 
Chonw — Vive  la  Canadienne,  etc. 
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Words  by  A.  oiRIN-LAJOIE  (Nlcolct  Coll.), 
WltkfetUnq. 


UN    CANADIEN    ERRANT. 

Translated  by  D.  MORTON  JONES,  '91. 
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*r    •     rant,  2?<m   -   ni     -    ifc  tei  fay  •     era, 

An      ex    -    its      lone       and        and.  From   Can    -    a  -     da  and  home, 

t/i      jour,  tritto      et          pen     -     •</,  X»     -    ii»         au  torii  del        flaU, 

One    day,      in        pen    •    »ive     mood,  •  •    Seat  -  ed         a  stream  be  •    aide, 
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'  Or                                                               —  *f~H  —      ' 

---J^—  -^|  m  J"-- 

—  i"    s    E 

J'lic    -    row    -   rui't          i-ii         plen    •    runt, 

Dfl              V<t      -Vl                i         •      till  11       • 

geri. 

By        fale,         in         fo    •    rei^n        lauds,    Dooin'd   ev    -    er       more         to 

roam. 

A  «          con    -rant        fu    -  -    gi     •    tif,             U'          <«    -    (tret     -m            <ei 

moli  : 

To         the         fast        flowr    -    ing      wave,        Thus,     weep  -  ing        low,         lie        cried  : 

_J>        -f         ^       -_^        J__ 

*"  .h   j>  A    j- 

j 

"  u     u     >  -r-^-ft-f- 

i^.  ^       ^  '    |  fr-L 

I 

dj.<  .-n   -p-   -teJ  —  -t*=J^  —  r—  r>  —  ^  —  -h—  J  r-r 

__!  —     u 

n%r=*.  -^-f)^,  1-  .       ^^-^^^—~==-~\=wF=-lP\: 

J    t  t    u    r  >    r^t   c    c    u   i     t 

=J^,U 

7  •!/•  -  cu:(  -     r.u't          <•«          )>lfit     -     nml  hr<         p*     •      </.<          i           Ir.  a     • 

Uy    fate,         in           ft»    -    reign      land*,  .  ..     Doom'd    ev     .    er        more       to      ruain. 

Ait    f..«    -    r«</t         fit     .     f/i     .    ti/\  ;/           „     .    dnt    .  ^,          Cfl 

To     tlie         fast        Hi)/    -    iu^        wave,  —     Thnt,    weep   .  ing      low,          he      cried: 

CZ"K  ^                              T  •  ^*  •         I                             1  i        •         i 

J 

=—  -y 

T~J~           ra  —  —  •*•  —  i  ~^i  f  —  '  —  j  '  —  b»  — 

-T-  M 

8.  "  Si  ta  vois  mon  pays, 
Mou  pay  i  niullieureuz, 
Ta,  dm  &  men  mnis 
Que  jj  mu  Eouvicns  d'eax. 

3.   "  If  thou,  in  onward  course, 
bhould'st  BCO  my  land,  oh  then. 
Go.  tell  my  friends  that  I 
Mmdfu.  of  them  remain. 

4.  "O  ionra  nl  pleina  d'appat 
VotU  eten  diaparua, 
Et  ma  patrie,  lielas  1 
•  «  lie  te  verrai  plus  1 

4.   "  Oh  hours  so  full  of  joy, 
i'led  With  tho  yeara  lonR  o'er, 
And  thee,  my  native  la   d, 
1  shall  behoU  uo  more. 

i.  "  Plonc*  <lana  lea  malhenrs, 
Loin  do  mea  chcrs  pareut*. 
.Ta  passo  dan-i  lefl  pleura 
U'  iufortuuej  uiuuieuU." 

6.     ••  riimseil  in  the  depths  of  woe, 
ND  friend  to  southe  appears; 
The  moments  aa  they  pass, 
lirmg  only  sigha  aiid  Itmrt." 

8.  "  Xon,  main  on  expirant. 
O  mo;i  clicr  Canada  1 
Moil  regard  UngiiigBant 

3.   "  Whe?i  low  within  my  breast, 
Lile  a  Uick'riii-'bi'ai'Ji  shall  bom, 

Vers  loi  £3  portera  .'• 

My  flyiny  f-yo  shall  turn." 

EN   ROULANT  MA  BOULE. 


1ft  time  Solo.        Rnrrglro. 
fll 


FINE. 


1.  En        roa  •  lant    ma       boa  •  le        roa  -  lant,      En      roa  -  lant     ma 


d= 


In  time  Solo. 


^ 


If  e  r  elC 


^B 


£ 


Trois  beaax     can-ard;    e'en     vont      baig-nant,     roa  -  li,        roa-lant,      ma      boo  -  le    roa  -  lant. 
CHORUS,    f  Bumming) 

1ST  AND  2ND  TKNORS. 


3.  Trois  beaux  canards  e'en  vont  baiguant, 

En  roalant  ma  boule. 
Le  fils  da  roi  s'en  va  ohasaant, 
Bouli,  roalant,  ma  boule  roalant. — Rtf. 

8.  Le  fils  da  roi  s'en  va  ohassant, 

En  roalant  ma  bou.e, 
Avec  Don  grand  fusil  d'argent, 
Bouli,  roalant,  ma  boule  roalant.— Ae/. 

4.  Avec  son  grand  fusil  d'argent. 

En  roalant  ma  boule, 
Visa  le  noir,  tua  le  blano, 
Bouli,  roalant,  ma  boule  roalant. — Kef. 

6.  Visa  le  noir,  tua  le  blano. 
En  roalant  ma  boale, 
O  fits  da  roi,  ta  es  ineolmn  1 1 
Boali,  roalant,  ma  boale  roalant, — Rtf. 

6.  O  file  do  roi,  to  es  mechant  I 

En  roalant  ma  boale, 
D'avoir  tue  mon  canard  blano, 
Bouli,  roalant,  ma  boule  roolant. — Bef. 

7.  D'avoir  tu&  mon  canard  blanc, 

En  roulant  ma  boale, 
Par  dessous  1'ailc  il  perd  son  sang. 
Boali,  roulant,  ma  boale  roalant. — Kef. 


8.  Par  dessouH  1'aile  il  perd  son  sang, 

En  roulant  ma  boale, 
Par  lea  yeux  lui  aort'nt  dies  diamante, 
Boali,  roulant,  ma  boale  roalant. — lief. 

9.  Par  les  yeux  lui  sort'nt  des  diamante, 

En  roalant  ma  boale, 
Et  par  le  bee  1'or  et  1' argent, 
Boali,  roalant,  ma  boale  rculaiit. — lief 

10.  Et  par  le  bee  1'or  et  1'argent, 

En  roalant  ma  boale; 
Toubes  sea  plain's  s'en  vont  au  veut 
Boali,  roulant,  ma  boale  roalant. — Kef. 

11.  Toates  aes  plum's  s'en  vont  au  vent, 

En  roalant  ma  bouie, 
Trois  dam's  s'en  vont  les  ramassant 
Boali,  roalant,  ma  boale  roalant. — Kef, 

13.  Trois  dam's  s'en  vont  les  ramassant. 

En  ronlaiit  ma  boule, 
C'eet  poor  en  faire  an  lit  de  camp, 
Boali,  roalant,  ma  boale  ronlaut.—  Bef. 

13  C'est  poor  en  faire  on  lit  de  camp. 

En  roalant  ma  boale, 
Poor  y  coucher  tous  les  passante, 
Boali,  roulant,  ma  boule  roulant. — Rtf. 
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MALBROUCK. 


AUegrrttv. 


fr*nch-C*nadl*n. 


VOICE. 


i.      Mal-brouuk   s'oii    va-t  -  en        gner 
2      II  re  -  vitm  •  dra-z  -  a  1'a 


. 

»>-~"E~» — ~» — <»'    ~<» 


PUKO. 


too       >ra    la.       Malbronck     t-'en  v«-t    •  en      gner    -      -    re,  Ne        Bait    quand  re  -  vi 

too       tra    la.          II       re    -    vien-dm-z  -a         P&    -     -     quee,  On  a  la  Tri  -  ni 


vien  - 
la  Tri  -  ni  - 


n    > 

adf/ft.                0(ei 

~f  (*~^?  —  5p1 

NJ>0 

m^~3" 

S^T/                ^ 

Zt_u:-U  -J^| 

.  

. 

4ra,      li         baa,     Con  - 
16,        1£         bas,     Con  - 

ri*.                          ^CHOnrs.  a  tempo 
,                                         *    1ST  &  SND  TENOR              A 

,      A                                        ,     J'         J*1              . 

«y 
BdSE 

-*l~"  ^5i  —  "p? 

^^F^fEL^a 

3,    T*--1^      "JE. 
-*-    *-           :*- 

18T&2NO] 

-3?Z-?  ^ 

w                l» 
rez,     coa  -  rez,    co 

US8J        J^-J        - 

—  4  «H  «  « 

a  -  rez  I          Pe  -   ti  -  te 

t  —  *-!  *  —  J  —  «- 

^~ 
fill'         jeune  at  gen- 

,&:..     ±^=h    ^td 

-—  ^         J     '*)  « 

'  •<-=•  J  —  *•  —  «>- 

1  1  -j  --}-t 

ro«       a  trmpo. 


.  I ;i »    •  <i j  m         L^_^      ,  _ 


•  II  " 

til  -  -  le.     Cou  -  re^,      cou      r»z,    cou  .  rez  i     V«n 


goir     vous 


mu     ser. 


8.  La  Trinity  M  p'aese, 
Hi  too  tra  la,  etc., 
La  Trinite  se  passe, 
Malbrouck  ne  revient  pae,  la  bas. 
^  Madame  ii  sa  tour  monte, 

Bi  too  tra  la.  etc.,  . 

Madame  k  sa  tour  monte. 
8i  haul  qu'ell'  peut  monler,  la  bas. 
^   Elle  ftperpoit  son  page, 

Ri  too  tra  la,  etc. 
F.lle  apereoii  son  poge 
Tout  de  noir  habilld,  la  bas. 


6.  "Bean  page,  ah  !  mon  bean  page, 
.     Quell' nouvelle  apportez?" 

7.  "Am  nonvell'B  qne  j'apporte, 

Vos  beaux  yeuz  vont  pleurer. 

8.  Qnittez  vos  habits  roses, 
Et  vos  satin»  broch^s. 

9.  Monsienr  Malbronck  est  more, 
i.6t  mort  et  enterre. 

10.  J'l'ai  vu  porter  en  terre, 
Par  quatre-z-officiers." 


Translated   by  John   D.   Spence,   "89. 
Malbrouck  to  the  war  is  riding. 

Bi-too-tra-la,  Ei-too-tra-la. 
Malbrouck  to  the  war  is  riding, 

In  martial  proud  array. 

Sirrah! 

Hooray,  hooray,  hooray! 
My  little  maid,  charming  and  cheery. 
Hooray,  hooray,  hooray! 
Come  let  us  dance,  come  let  us  play! 

When  shall  he  come  a-riding, 

Ri-too-tra-la,  &c. 
When  shall  he  come  a-riding, 

A-riding  back  this  way! 

He'll  come  of  an  Easter  morning, 
Or  in  the  month  of  May. 


Hie  anxious  wife  is  gazing 
Prom  turrets  high  and  grey, 

She  sees  his  page  arriving 
In  mournful  black  array. 

Oh,  tell  me,  page,  oh,  tell  me, 
What  news  you  bring  me,  pray* 

The  tidings  that,  I  bring  you 
Will  change  your  locks  to  grey, 

Put  off  your  rich  apparel, 
And  all  your  garments  gay, 

Malbrouck  is  dead  and  buried, 
Is  dead  and  laid  away. 

Four  officers  have  borne  him 
To  rest  beneath  the  clay. 


1O1 


The  month  of  May  is  over, 
Malbronck  is  still  away. 


SUE   MON  PERE 


English  Version  by  JAS  EDMUND  JONES,  '88. 
.       Solo  •* 


French-  Canadian. 


m 


l.Quand     j'e  -  tais     sur  man  per  -  e 
l.When        I     lived         on     my      fa -ther, 


i 


^ 


J 


,  B0om,boom,boom  e. 


MEl 


CHORUS. 


Qva/nd  j'e  -  tais     swrmonper-e        Gar-qon    in  -  mar-  i  -    e  Ah!  oui!     AM    oui! 

When       I     lived       on    my     fa- ther        In     sin  -  g-le     ble^s  -  ed  -  ness         Ah!  yes!         Ah!   yes! 
h- 


»J 


r   r  if 


-1  j  ij 


-  (jon    Mi  -  mar  -  i  -  e 
In     sin  -  g-le     bless -ed-ness 


Ah!  oui  I       Ah!  oui  I     Gar  -  cpn  _  .in  -  mar  -  i   -  e. 
Ah!  yes!          Ah!  yes!         In      sin  -  gle      blehs -ed- nese. 


n'avais  rien  a  faire 
femme  a  chercher 


3.  A  present  j  'en  ai  urne 
Qui  me  fait  enrage 

4.  EUe  m'envoie  a  Vouvrage 
Sans  boire  et_sans  manger 

5.  Qucmd  j'e  reviens  de  I'ouvrage 
Tout  mouille,  tout  glace 

6.  Je  demande  a  ma,  femme 
Si  j  'ai  de  quoi  manger 

7.  Va-tu  manger  du  diable, 
J'ai  mange  des  pates 

8.  Les  os  sont  sous  la  table 
Si  tu  veux  les  ranger. 


2.  Naught  else  to  do  in  life 
Than  seek  a  charming'  wife. 

3.  Now  have  I  surely  had 

One  who  nigh  drives  me  mad. 

4.  Off  to  my  work  I'm  sent 
Sans  food  and  aliment 

5.  And  then  when,  home  I  get 
Starved  quite  with  cold  and  wet. 

6.  I  ask  my  wife,  so  sweet, 
What  I  may  have  to  eat. 

7.  "May  the  devil  that  surmise; 
I've  eaten  all  the  pies." 

8.  "Bones  are  beneath  the  table, 
Knaw  them,  if  you  are  able." 
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Voic* 


Pl.VNO. 


LE  BRIGADIER. 


G.  NADAUD. 


1    Deux  gen 
2.  Ah  !  c'est 


dar-mas  im  be'vndi-man  -  olie, 
uii   mii-tier  difli  -    ci     -    le, 


Clievau-cliaient 
Garau-tir 


le   long     dn  scn- 
la    jiro  -  pri-6- 


22: 


tier, 
te, 


J.'nn         por  -  tait  la  oar-di-ne  blnn-che,         L'an   •   tre  le    jan-ne    baudri- 

D4    -    fen  -  dre  les  champs  et  la  vil.  -  le,  Da       vol  et      de  I'i  -  m-<]ui- 


j-sr; fr—sf      ft  r 

irzri^zr^x 


1 


Le  prem-ier dit  d'un  ton  so  -no  -  re,        Le  temp*  eat  beau  poor    la       sai- 

Pour-tant  1'e      •     pou  -  ae    quo  j'a-do  -  re.          Re  -  po  -  r  3  seule    a         la      mai- 


IJ^J"1     h"^ 

~3~~i  j  *s» 


CHORP9,  (in  vnimn). 


Irr  AND  ZHD  Tisoa. 


g-J  ^  J 


,        pr-r-an,   pan,  pan,  pan,  pan,  pan,  Fran,   pr-r  an,     pan,  pan,  pan,  pan,  pan.  pan. 


Btig-a- 
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-gj- 


j-j^-4 


dier repondit  Pan-do 


re,     Bri  -  ga  -  dier,  vous  avez  rai  -  son Bri  -  ga 


lar  AND  SMD  BASS. 


Bri  -  ga-dier, 


Pan  •  do-re, 


vous  a-vez      rai- 


rlt. 


son,    Brig  -  a  -  dier. 


Pan  -  do-re. 


\  La  gloire  o'eet  ane  conronne 

Faite  de  rose  et  de  laorier, 
J'ai  »ervi  Venae  et  Bellone, 

Je  saia  eponx  et  brigadier; 
Mais  je  ponrsois  oe  m^More 

Qai  ven  Chalohoa  gaida  Jason. 
Brigadier,  repoudit  Pandore, 

Brigadier,  Tons  aves  raiaoo. 


4.  Fhebos  an  boot  de  sa  carriere 

Pnt  encore  les  aperoevoir ; 
Le  brigadier,  de  sa  voix  fiere, 

B^veillait  les  eohos  dn  soir : 
Je  voig,  dit-il,  le  soleil  qni  dore 

Ces  verts  odteanx,  a  1'horizon. 
Brigadier,  r4pondit  Pandore, 

Brigadier,  vous  avez  raieon. 


>.  Puis  il«  reverent  en  silence ; 

On  n'entendit  pins  quo  le  pas 
Des  chevaax  marcbaot  en  cadence, 

Le  brigadier  ne  parlait  pas; 
Mais  i|iiandparut  la  pale  aurora. 

On  entendit  nn  vague  eon  ; 
Brigadier,  repondit  Pandora,  )  j^ 

Brigadier,  vous  avez  raiser.  ' 


LE  BRIGADIER. 

Translated  by  \\~.  Mai-lennan,  in  McGill   L'ni- 
versity  Song  Book,  1886. 


Two  men-at-arins  came  riding  slowly 

Adown  the  green  path,  smooth  and  clear; 

One  held  the  rank  of  sergeant  lowly, 
The  other  that  of  Brigadier. 

The  Brigadier  cried,  "Brave  Pandore, 
The  weather's  fine — no  signs  of  rain." 

Chorus — 

Pran,  pr-r-an,  pan,  pan,  pan,  pan,  pan, 
Pran,  pr-r-an,  pan,  pan,  pan,  pan,  pan.  pan. 

Brigadier,"  laughing  cried  Pandore, 
"Brigadier,  right  you  are  again."' 

"Brigadier,"  laughing  cried  Pandore, 
"Brigadier,  right  you  are  again." 


"For  Glory's  wreath  of  fairest  flowers, 

With  rose  and  laurel  intertwined; 
For  Love  and  War,  immortal  powers, 

I  live— and  cast  the  rest  behind. 
The  star  that  Jason  led  of  yore 

I  chase  and  trust  the  prize  to  gain." 
"Brigadier,"  laughing  cried  Pandore, 

"Brigadier,  right  you  are  again." 


"It  brings  bright  days  of  youth  before  me, 

That  past  now  gone  beyond  recall, 
When  Beauty  flung  her  fetters  o'er  me, 

I  came  submissive  to  her  call. 
And  yet  the  heart  breaks  o'er  and  o'er, 

The  strongest  links  of  Cupid's  chain  " 
"Brigadier,"  laughing  cried  Pandore, 

"Brigadier,  right  you  are  again." 


"It  is  no  easy  matter  surely 

To  guard  the  peasant  in  his  cot, 
To  hold  the  cities  so  securely 

That  thieves  break  in  and  plunder  not; 
And  yet  the  wife  whom  1  adore 

In  safety  dwells  while  love  doth  reign." 
"Brigadier,"  smiling  said  Pandore, 

"Brigadier,  right  you  are  again." 


fl 


As  Phoebus  hid  his  glories  under 

The  golden  clouds  that  veil  the  West, 
Our  hero  with  his  voice  of  thunder, 

Still  broke  the  evening's  quiet  rest. 
'Tarewell,"  he  cried,  "on  distant  shore 

Your'  light  will  gild'  both  hill  and  plain." 
"Brigadier,"  laughing  cried  Pandore, 

"Brigadier,  right  you  are  »again." 


He  ceased — and  now  their  horses'  tramping 

Pell  softly  on  the  yielding  ground, 
And  save  their  iron  bridles  champing, 

They  passed  along  and  made  no  sound. 
But  when  Aurora  smiled  once  more, 

One  still  might  hear  the  faint  refrain: 
"Brigadier,"  smiling  said  Pandore, 

"Brigadier,  right  you  are  again." 
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LE  DRAPEAU  DE  CARILLON 

At  Carillon  (now  Tleonrleroga',  on  Lnke  Ohnm'vain,  Mnntoalm  in  JTC6  drove  back  the  English  force*  under  General 
Abercromble.  A  French  fnldlrr, after  a  vain  attempt  to  louse  bis  nation  to  arenreof  tho  I'angnr  in  which  their  poMmnoiM 
on  this  continent  were  placod,  roturus  to  the  scene  of  his  former  victoiy,  aud  is  supposed  there  to  give  utterance  to  the 
words  of  the  song. 

Words  by  OCTAVE  CR^MAZIE. 
Translation  by  B.  MORTON  JONES,  'or 


CHARLES  W.  SABATIER. 
Arr  by  T.  MARTENS. 


m 


eomme  en  ce*  jovrit    lifwi*, 
on  tliv  fiini  I  -  nir  \vul 


O      Carit-lon,          je    te    revoi*  fiico    •    re,       ATon    j>lvt,helaa! 

1.  O       Ca-ril-lon,  to  theeoneemorereturniii"!,   S«d  -    ly  I  «*7,e 

2.  jl/f  com/xiijnoHx,     d'u  ne  raine  t*  peran   -   ce,     Brr  •  fant  en  cor        leur*  coevrs  tonjovmjranraiii, 
2.   Inv.iinniy  coin.|'udes'clu'ckgnre\varnily  glowing,  In  vuin  llu>  lull   willidreaiuaol  lionie  llieii  | 

--^^^FFftffti 


m 


Oil,  <lanx  it*  mur*.        In  tram/ret  te  non-o    -  re,      Povr     te  sanrer     nout  a  •  rait        re  -  ti  nil 
Nor,      as  of  yore,  \vhenlieii-tswitliH.rrlor burning  'Ihronu'dtlieatosive  at  the  loud       bugle-call. 
Lea  yeux  tournet          da  ct  -  teile  laFran  -  ce,        Di    rotit  noureiit :   Ite  rivnd  ront —  itxjama.it? 
In  va:n  to  France  their  heart  is  fv-er  go  -  ing,    Filled  \viththialiope,  ••  Willtheycomebackagain?  ' 


rd»— *3 — **  n    -^y^ — o-z 


Noble  Montcalm.thou  pavent  me  this  standard, 

'MiitBt  shot  aud  sh«ll  upon  tlio  battle  plaiu. 
Bearing  it,  lately  to  Versa. lies  I  wandered, 

But  there,  alas!  I  unfurled  It  in  vain. 
Dock  now  I  place  i  t  where  the  recollection 

Of  thy  great  d»«4s  shall  ne'er  fade  or  grow  sere, 
Vnd  unto  daa  J  .mall  last  my  deep  affection,— 

Guarding  m;  flag  1  come  to  perish  here. 


'..  Thrice  happy  they  to  vihnr.i  by  fate  'twas  given 

'MM  the  brave  tlirony  noar  Lcvi's  height  to  di* 
For  them  the  cloud  by  oim  ^jlnd  ray  was  rivtu* 

Cilory  could  swueten  their  taddestiuy. 
Ye  who  now  slumber  till  tlie  gri'at  awaking. 

On  whom  I  call  with  dying  accents  clear, — 
Awake*  my  banner  in  my  hand  I'm  taking, 

Upon  your  graves  I  come  to  peiish  hero. 
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LE  DHAPEAU  I>E  CARILLON. 


Et  sent... 

When  oou 

Mot,  sans . . 
Bat  when 


de  -  ja 

rage  fails, 

ea  -  pair, 

at    last 


T 

cou-ra   •     •     ge  fat  -   blir, 

and all        a-round  is  drear, 

quand . .    mes  jours          vont  Jin  •     ir, 

my                 lone  -  Jv  death  is  near, 


^ ^r" ^B         <^W 

:=pE^»-^i=3^r= 
.    |  '-'I       fc=E:^= 


^^^-z? 


--=^3: 


m 


near.. 
gaiu.  . 
shall 


rfe    tot 
to    thee   . 
at  -  tendre 
be    mine 


St. 

ve  -    nant       cner  •  cher. .  . .    ma  torn    -    •  be, 

my  death      more  brave     -    ly    meet      •  ing, 

v,  -  -    ne          pa  •  role             a  -  mi      -     -  e, 

of  friend  -  ship's   ad     -     mir  -  a      -      -  tion, — 


, — r — —n 


vtens . .       t-ct. . . .  mou-rr. . . 
come . .       to  per   -   ish  here, 


3.   (7e<  eltndard,  qn'au  grand  jour  des  bataillei, 

Noble  Montcalm,  tu  pla^cui  dan*  ma  main, 
Cetete'idard  qn'aux  portexde  Versailles, 

NagiUre,  Man !  je  deployai*  en  vain, 
Jt  te  remets  aux  champs  <nl  de  la  gloire 

Viiva  toiijoun  I'immortel  Koui'tnir, 
El  dans  ma  tombe  emportant  to  memwrt. 

Pour  non  riraptauje  vims  id  mourir. 


4.    Qu'ilt  tont  heureux  ceux  rjui  dans  la  melee 

Pres  de  Levt»  maurtirent  en  xoldal.i  1 
En  expirant,  lenr  ame  console, 

Voyait  la  gloire.  adoucir  lew  trepag. 
Vou*  qui  dormez  dam  votre/roide  biere, 

Vov»  que  f  implore  a  man  dernier  eov,ptr, 
Rerei/lez-vouit  !    Appartant  ma  bannUre, 

Sur  vos  tombcniix.j',  tt'ens  id  mourir. 
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A   LA   CLAIRE    FONTAINE. 


J.tvrly. 

r  fvt  *  u  kT  5-  t  c  *  i   r  t  ?  c  t  >  t 


A  Uclfti  •  ra  fon-lat-ne, 
J'ai  tron-vi  I'pan  si  b*l  •  lo, 
Sous  lj  te  il  Ins  d'nn  cho  ne 
Sur  la  plus  ban  te  br.m-clie 


M'en  ul  lant  pro  1119. ner,  JVi  trou-vel'eau  si  bel  •  le, 
Qua  ja  my  Ruin  Uaig  -ne,  Buna  lea  feuil-let  d'un  clie-ne 
Je  mi  Ring  fait  s^-clicr,  bur  la  plm  Imn-te  bran  che 
La  roe  -  Big  .  uol  chan-tait.  Chan  -  te,  roa  .  Big  -nol  chan  <  te, 


j  j 


^ 


o  w 


^ 


rnonr.i. 


Qua  ja    m'y  suis  biiig-iio. 

JM  mo  suis  fait  Be  -  clier 

Le  roa  -si»-  nol  chan-tait. 

Toi  <}ui    as      le  coeur  gai ; 


Lai    ya  longtcmpsqnojel'ai-me,       Ja-mais   jo  ne    t'onb-Iier  -  ai. 


C.  Chante,  rossignol,  chante, 
Toi  qui  n.)  le  coeur  gai ; 
Tu  nj  la  coour  &  riro, 
Moi,  j«  I'iii-t-i  plenrer. 
C'/uriu— Lui  y  a,  etc. 

8.  Pour  tin  bonqnec  da  roses, 
Qua  j  >  lui  refusal. 
Ja  voudruU  qiu  la  ross 
Fat  encora  au  rosier. 
Cltortu— Lui  y  a,  etc. 


C.  Tu  ns  la  coeur  a  rire. 
Moi,  ja  1'  ai-t-a  i>leurer. 
J'ai  p*rdn  ma  mattresse, 
Bans  1'  avoir  meVit^. 

Chortu — Lui  y  a,  etc. 


7.  J'ai  perdu  ma  maitresso, 
Sans  I'avoir  me'riie', 
Puiir  un  bouquet  do  roses, 
Qua  je  lui  redistil. 

(Jlivnti— Luiya,  etc. 

9.  Je  vondraia  qua  J»  rose 
Fat  encora  au  roHier, 
Et  moi  PC  ma  m.iitresse 
Dans  le<  mem'a  amities, 
Vlwnu— Lui  ya,  etc. 


Translated  by  John  D.  Spence, 

1 
Down  where  the  spring  is  sparkling, 

Idling  the  summer  day, 
Found  I  the  pool  so  pleasant, 
Plunged  in  its  cooling  spray. 
Love,  I  have  loved  you  ever, 
Love,  I  shall  love  for  aye. 

2 
Found  I  the  pool  so  pleasant, 

Plunged  in  its  cooling  spray, 
Then  in  the  oakwood  shadows, 

Resting  my  limbs,  I  lay. 

3 
Then  in  the  oakwood  shadows, 

Resting  my  limbs,  I  lay, 
High  on  the  topmost  branches 

Song-sparrows  sing  and  sway. 

4 
High  on  the  topmost  branches 

Song-sparrows  sing  and  sway. 
Sing,  sing,  you  little  sparrow, 

Light  i»  your  heart  and  gay. 

5 
Sing,  sing,  you  little  sparrow, 

Light  m  your  heart  and  gay. 
Your  heart  is  full  of  laughter, 

Mine  full  of  tears  to-day. 


Your  heart  is  foil  of  laughter, 
Mine  full  of  tears  to-day. 

My  love  is  lost  me  ever, 
Gone  from  my  life  away. 

7 
My  love  is  lost  me  ever, 

Gone  from  my  life  away. 
Just  for  a  bunch  of  roses, 

Snatched  from  her  hand  in  play. 

8 
Just  for  a  bunch  of  roses,  . 

Snatched  from  her  hand  in  play. 
Oh,  were  the  bunch  of  roses 

Back  in  its  garden  gay. 

9 
Oh,  were  the  bunch  of  roses 

Back  in  its  garden  gay. 
Oh,  that  my  love  would  love  me, 
Love  me  as  yesterday. 
Love,  I  have  loved  you  ever, 
Love,  I  shall  love  alway. 
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Jfod n-ato.    mf 


ALOUETTE. 


Frenct-C»nat .« 


^-JjH 


Votes. 


PIANO.. 


±L-S= 


1.  A  -    lou-et  -  te,    gen-tille  A-lon-et  -  te,       A    -    lon-et  -  te,    je     te  pin  -  me-rai, 


J JL-  *  h    Eg  ipj-g-.p.  _    Is    b  i  i~^=g 

EE3^fefe^^^SE^E1^±fe| 

Je    te  plu -me-rai     la  tete,    je      te  plu -me  rai      la  tete,    et       la 
III  i  I         CHOB 


CBORVS. 

2ND  TENOM. 


tete, 
CHORUS.     / 


O 


SND  BASH 


A     -     lon-et    -    te,     gen-tille  A  -  lon-et    -    te,       A      -lon-et  -    te,         je     te  pin -me -rai. 


1.  Alonette.genflille  Alouette,  Alouette,  je  te  plumerai, 
Je  te  plumerai  le  bee,  je  te  plumerai  !e  bee, 
Et  le  bee,  et  le  bee,  et  la  tete,  et  la  tete.— O,  Ac. 

?.  Alouette, gentille  Alouette,  Alouette,  je  te  plumerai, 
Je  te  plumerai  le  nez,  je  te  plumerai  le  nez, 
Et  le  nez,  et  le  nez,  et  le  bee,  et  lebec, 
Et  la  tete,  et  la  tete.— O,  Ac. 

:.  Alouette, gentille  Alouette,  Alouette,  je  te  plumerai, 
Je  te  plnmerai  le  doe,  je  te  plumerai  le  doe. 
Et  le  dos,  et  le  dos,  et  le  nez,  et  le  nez, 
Et  !•  boo.  at  lebeo,  et  la  tete,  et  la  tete.— O,  &c. 


5.  Alonette,  gentille  Alonette,  Alonette,  je  te  plnmerai, 
Je  te  plumerai  lea  pattea,  je  te  plnmerai  IBB  tiattta, 
Et  lea  pattea,  et  les  pattes,  et  le  doa,  et  le  dos, 

Et  le  i<ez,  et  le  nez,  et  le  bee,  et  le  beo, 
Et  la  tete,  et  la  tete.— O,  &o. 

6.  Alouette,  pent ille  Alonette,  Alonette,  je  te  plnmerai, 
Je  te  plnmerai  le  con,  je  te  plumerai  le  oou, 

Et  le  con,  et  le  con,  et  leg  pattes,  et  leg  pattes, 

.H>  le  doa,  et  le  dos,  et  le  nez,  et  le  nez, 

Et  le  beo.  et  le  beo,  et  la  tete,  et  Ia't4te. — 0.  <&o. 


•  Repeat  this  bar  once  for  2nd  v-rse.  twice  for  3rd,  etc. 

Engltth  aorJt  by  Louii  E.  Elton 
Pretty  skylark,  winging,  singing  skylark 
Pretty  skylark,  I  shall  pluck  thee  now. 
I  begin  to  pluck  the  head,  etc. 
Now  tht  he«d,  pretty  skylark. 
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Mr.—  'fir, 


SAIL,  SAIL,  MY  BARK  CANOE. 


F.  E.  SEYMOUR,  '64. 
N 


Voicr 


Puxo   • 


1.  Where  the  pine  tree         wav     -     eih.       And    the   lake -let    olue 

2.  When      the  nun   is          sink     •     inn      'Neath  the    luf  •  ty  pines, 


Kock  -  y  beaches 
We     of   dinner 


lav   -   eth,        Sail  our  merry    crew.  fii   our  island         dwell   -   ing        We  make  hoi  •  i 

think  -  inn.   Take  our  hooka  and  lines,  Slow-ly  past  the      rocky    shore      Troll  we,   not    in 


i— 


i-  r  *i 


day  ; 
vain. 


Joys    beyond    all  tell  -    ing         Ban-iih  oer«       » - 

WuJi  pick  -  er  •  ul    «ud        b»M    g»lore    We  hasten  back      a  -  gain. 


^ 

^ ^ ^ 

— _. JP— - — ^ f L. — i —  ...—  jr 


I     _|_.  T~~  !_. .  ,    ~" 


r          r 


Sail,      sail,    my  bark  ca-noe,  O'er  Jo-seph's  wa-ters  bluu  1  Haste    to    the  kind  and  true, 

_h  i  * 


r 
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SAIL,  SAIL,  MY  BARK  CANOE. 


3^  Er- 

'  " *-— ' 


_£ ^__£_J*  J*  J*  JN    N    i»     n, 

&=*=3p  5^*1  '  »r:  =g     S      »U^=  ^=p 

jb^i=g=rfcSTrJ=:«^— *  I    ^__j^j  •    H  I  >fa 


f 

land's  in  sight ;  And  the  gamp-fire  thrown  its     rud-O.y    ligh      A  -  long    the      rook  -  y  shore  1 


-=P 


1 


•.In  the  mpliow  gloaming 

Rings  out  dinner  bell ; 
Weary  with  our  roaming, 

We  like  the  sound  full  well. 
And  when  we've  done  oar  dining, 

In  kilmarnocks  bright 
i*uiiud  the  tire  reclining, 

W«  »jJCi 4  a  jolly  night. 

AULD 

,— VlDCPAOl  21. 

1.    Should  anld  acquaintance  be  forgot, 

And  never  brought  to  min'  ? 
Should  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot, 
"And  days  o'  lang  syne  ? 

We  twa  ha'e  ran.  aboot  the  braes, 

And  pu'd  the  gowans  fine  ; 
Bat  we've  wandered  rnoriy  a  weary  foot, 

Bin'  auld  lang  syne. 


4.  Or  should  skies  moat  glorious, 

Tempt  once  more  to  stray, 
Moonbeams  dancing  o'er  us, 

Light  each  rock-bound  bay ; 
Maidens  fair,  with  eyes  of  light, 

Freight  our  shallops  frail ; 
And  far  beneath  the  Queen  of  Nigh) 

W«  merrily  sing  and  Bail. 


LANG    SYNE. 


BURNS, 


3.  We  twa  ha'e  paidl't  i'  the  burn 

Frae  mornin'  sun  till  dine ; 
But  tteas  between  us  braid  Im'a  roared. 
Sin'  auld  lang  syne. 

4.  Then  here's  a  hand,  my  trusty  fnen', 

And  gie's  a  hand  o'  thine  , 
And  we'll  tak'  a  cup  o'  kindness  yet 
For  auld  lang  syne. 


CHORDS, 

For  anld  lang  syne,  my  dear, 

For  atild  ! 
We'll  tak'  a  onp  o'  kindness  yet 

fur  an  ul  lang  syne. 
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BONNIE    DOOM. 


W»r4»  by  BURNS, 


Tun*.—"  LOST  is  HY  QUIET  rouvn." 


1.  Ye  banks  and  braes  of      bon  -  nie  DOOM,  How  can    ye   bloom   sae      fresh  and  fair.  How 
:.  Oft  have      I  strayed  by  bon  -  nie  Doon,  To      see    the    rose    and  woodbine  twine  ;  Where. 


can     ye    chaunt    ye        lit     .     tie    birds,  And         I         sae        wea  -  ry, 
il    -    ka      bird    sang       o'          his      love,  And      fond    -    ly          »ae    did 


^ 


full      of  care?     You'll 
I      of  mine,      With 


break  ray     heart      ye        lit    -    tie  birds,  That       wan  -  ton  through   the      flow'r  -  ing  thorn  ;  Ye 
lightsome    heart      I      palled      a      rose,    Full       sweet      np   -  on        its      thorn    -  y      tree ;   Bat 


rrjczt 


T»-        •"••  •*•    _f*    -P-  S 


mind    me       of        de    -    part  -  ed    joys,      De    -  part  -    ed,        nev    -     er  to         re  -  turn, 

my      false    lov    -   er         stole    the    rose,      And      left       the      thorn        be    -    hind        to      me 


THE  TARPAULIN  JACKET. 


XloJtrnto  f  tranqutlln. 

—I- 


Voio. 


FIA.VO 


m 


1.  A 


stal  -  wart      Lan  -  cer       lay         dy   .   ingi 


And 


± 


Ill 


THE   TABPAUUM   JACKET. 


on    his        deathbed     he         lay, 


To  his  friends  v.ho  a  -  round  him  were 


bgferz I \-\-~ 1 i-r-^i— ^^ 


j 


^SP 1=* ° 


*EpE*^fag 


sighing, 

rfe=ra I 1 


Tliese     last      dy  -  in^    words    he    did        say. 

r*rrrr±==tr 


^3-   -ah          '  -^-    -5-          ""¥••»•  -J-"   JT  *-   -*-      ^ 


CHORVS.   mf 

IS 


,_  hi     i  — i i-f-l — J 1- 

^fe^gEE^J--^^^ 

Wrap  me       up        in        my       tar  -  pan  -  lin 

•*L *• *- 


^^SEfp^ 

=» S= — tj — ^. 

jac  -    ket,  jac  -  ket 


^ — r-Fr 


*^- 


jac  -  ket,   And     say      a      poor 

^t^F*=*=t 


ft  tempo 


buff  •  er    lies        low,  lies  low,      And      six    stal-wart     Lan-cers  shall     carry    me, 


oar  -  ry    me,      With        steps         so  -  lemn,    mourn  -  ful,        and 


slow. 


gjr-r — <— <— m «— rrrff '-»-  -»^r=f •£. •±i- 


2.  Had  I  the  wings. of  a  little  dove, 

Far,  far  away  would  I  rly, 
Straight  to  tha  arms  of  my  true  love, 
There  would  I  lay  in    and  die. 

ChoruK — Wrap  me  up,  Ac. 

8. Then  (jet  yon  two  little  white  tombstones, 

Pat  them  one  at  my  head  and  my  toe, 
And  get  you  a  pen-knife  and  scratch  there 
"  Here  lies  a  poor  buffer  below." 

(Jkoriu. — Wrap  ma  up.  &c. 


4.  And  get  you  six  brandies  and  sodas, 

And  lay  them  all  out  in  a  row, 

And  get  you  six  jolly  uood  fellows, 

To  drink  to  this  buffer  below. 

Chorua.     Wrap  me  up,  Ao. 

5,  And  then  in  the  calm  of  the  twilight. 

When  the  soft  winds  whispering  bloTT 
And  the  darkening  shadows  are  falling. 
Sometimes  think  of  this  buffer  below. 
Chorua. — Wrap  me  op,  <ko> 
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A-ROVING. 


£ttrerr«l>n.  _rn/  SOLO 


VOICE. 


CHORUS 


SOLO 


At          number  three  Old      England  Square,  Murk  well  what     I       do        say;  At 


-  f-     -*r  -  r~TT 


M »-—     -    -irf — L-i^ — O 


«SE«F 


2=tc 


-9—0 


i 

number  three  Old  England  S<]iiarc,  My  Nancy  Dawson  she  lived  there  :  And  I'll    go    no  more      a- 


:^EJE^r:garEr^rzfiC3p=-r  E 

J^t:         _^*z:,_.t  ---  ^L_  —J-I  ---  1=+-    9~*   -*- 

r   *     -p-  .         £     -IT      i^^^    ^ 


lov    -    -    ing      With       yon,         fair        maid! 


L__^ | 

* 

-^a -t— •) i=J — J-       i 

•*-  -*-         -»-        ;*:; 

"^  A 


CHORUS 


im 


A   -    -   rov    -    ing!      A  -  -  rov  -  ing  I  Since 


*ff* 

rov -ing's  been  my    rn  -  i  -    in,     I'll     go 


no  more  a     rov  -    -  ing  With  yon,     fair    maid  ! 


~tw  — ==^      i       i 
*  •  *  -«  •» 


2.  Mv  Nancy  Dawson  she  lived  there, 
M  .rk  well  what  1  do  say  ; 
P!ie  WHS  a  IKM  surpassing  fair. 
'fvie'd  bri«ht  bliM  eyes  and  golden  hair; 
A'i'1  I'll  tio  no  nvjre  a- roving 
\Vith  you,  fair  iniM 

Clioi-ui.  -A-roving,  <to. 

X  I  met  her  first  when  home  fr  >m  sea, 
Mark  well  wlmtl  dn  say  ; 
HDIII •'.  from  the  cmstof  Africkee, 
\Vi  h  pockets  lined  with  good  rnonie; 
And  I'll  go  no  more  a-roving 
With  you,  fair  maid. 

Clinrui.— A-rovin»,  Ac. 


4.  Oh  !  didn't  I  tell  her  btories  true, 
Mark  well  what  I  do  Bay; 
And  didn't  I  tell  her  whoj  pers  too! 
Of  the  cold  we  found  in  Timbuctoo; 
And  I'll  go  no  more  a-roving 
With  you,  fair  maid 

Ciorvt. — A-roving,  (Jo. 

6.  But  when  we'd  spent  my  blooming  "screw/" 
Mark  well  what  I  do  s«y; 
And  the  whole  of  the  gold  from  Timbustx;, 
She  oat.  her  stick  and  vanished  too; 
And  I'll  KO  no  more  a-roving 
With  you,  fair  maid. 

Ciiarut— A-rovinj?,  <fco. 
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TENTING  ON  THE  OLD  CAMP  GROUND. 

Words  and  Music  by  WALTER  KITTREDGE. 


PIANO.  < 


1.  We're         tent  -  ing    to  -  night  on  the  old  Camp  ground,  Give  us       a    sone       to 

2    We've  been  tent  -  ing    to-night  on  the  old  Camp  ground,  Thinking    ofdn\w   go  e 

8.   We're          tired         of          war  on  the  old  Camp  ground,  Man  -  j     are  dead    »nd 

4.   We've  been  tight-ing     to  -  day  on  the  old  Camp  ground,  Man  -  y     are    ly    -    ing 

MfcJt-x— 


— rrn:*— —  f         — 

E£E?E 


Our     wea  -  ry      hearts,  a  song         of  home,  And     friends        we  love  so 

Of  the    lov'd  ones  at  home  that  gave  us  thehand,  And  the  tear  that  said  "  Good  - 

Of  the     brave  and     true  who'v    left  their  homes,  Others  been  wounded 

Some    are     dead  and  some     are  dy-ing,  Many 


9~* 1 r~ — 

5r35E3Er 


cease,          Man  -  y    are    the  hearts  looking    for       the  right,     To      see      the  d<twn   of       peace. 


Dy  -  ing      to-night. 


Tenting        to-night,  Tenting      on     the    old     Camp   groin, (i 

(lento),  ppp 
Dy-ing        to-night,  Dy-ing     on    the    old    Canjp  ground. 
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ROSALIE. 


VOICE 


PUJJO 


1.  Je    «UM     Pieire 

2.  At    the        file 
8  ./'  ••ii" 


U  6"n  -  ton  dr.  Pa 
de  Ha  -  dame  la  Mar 
U  grand  beau  de  Pa 


ri», 


rw, 


<i«      Po     -     rir, 
/a     jWar  -    quint, 
rf«      Pa    -    rii, 


abfrzEsiE    =:f 

EE3=E 


i 


urt 


I 
I 

I'm 


3 


^ 


drink  the  di  •  vine  eau  de  vie,  eau  de  vie, 
first  felt  e  -  nongh  at  my  ease,  at  my  ease, 
called  by  let  dame*  Ires  jol  -  i,  tre*  jol  •  i. 


^ 


I       drive    in       the    Boie     in     my 
To       (jo        to      her    pert    and     de  - 
When  I  go      oat        of        doors        mv 


•=£r- 


i 


poeorU. 


m 


lit    -   tie      eou  -    -  pd, 
mand    for      mv        own, 
friends  by      the      scores, 


And  i  tell  yotr  I'm  something  to  see. 
The  hand  of  my  sweet  Ros  -  -  a  -  -  lie. 
Say  "  Com  -  ment  fa  ra  man  a  -  -  mi' 


-i^ 

not       wh;U       others          may        say,     I'm 


EE!^ 


115 


ROSALIE. 


J7'*    1       t       1 

m    \—£  —  P— 

1    ^                    i                           i 
r         f           i     I     T-*   •                     C3i 

^—  JH 

m         !        1 

i      1    r 

•    1           *    " 

W       *      *      ^ 

1            I 

'                    -J     '     1                            ' 

r~    *  ' 

\^s 

1 
a          lie  

Lit     -     tie 

1                                            1          1 

1          1 

V  *                  i                1 

I                           [ 

I) 

/i        \»                         v 

1     v 

^l       ^       <t     \      ^       m      m    \      ^ 

^       Ml 

£&•        —  J  —  =M-    - 

A      -A    \-   *      -1  —  J- 
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Rose. 


....  I'm  in     love    with      my        Ros 

Last  verse.     And  my  Rose     is         in          love 


-  a  -     -  lie. 
with         me. 
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9rtmtt  a*  for  last  sixteen  bars  of  Solo. 
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care. 
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not         what         o     -  thers         may         say.         I'm         in 
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love     with     my          Ros     -     a     -     lie 


Sweet          Rose. 
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Rose I'm      in         love        with       my  Ros  a     •          lie. 

'.Verne.    And    my'      Rose          is          in  love         with  me. 
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KINGDOM    COMING. 


xtuoyr*. 


VOICE. 


PlAMO. 


Words  and  Music  by  HENRY  C.  WORK 

r^cr~— — _— 


1  Say,       dar  -  keys     hab     you        seen       de      mas  -  »a,   Vv  id     de        muff-  stash     on         his 

2  He        six      foot      one     way,        two     foot      tud  -  der;  An'     he      weigh      tree     hun    -  dred 


luce, 

pound 


Go      long    de  road  some  time  dis  mornm  ,  Like  he  gwin    to    leab       de    place?  He 

His     coat     so     big,  he  couldn't  pay  de  tailor.  An'  it  won't  go  half      way  round.  He 


- 


seen  a  smoke,  way       up  de  ribber,  Whar  de  Link-um       gun  -  boats     lay ; 

drill          BO  much   dey       call       him  Cap'an,  An'  he       get       BO       dref  -  ful    tanned. 


-^ 


He 


took      his      hat,      an'          lef        ber-ry  snd-den,  An'  I        spec      he's      run          a     -     way  ! 
npec      he       try      and        fool       dem  Yan-kees  For    to       tiuk      he's      con    -  tra    •    band  ! 


KINGDOM  COMING. 
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CHORUS 
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De  dar  -  keys  stay,        ho.  ho!         It 


S 


mns'       be       now        de       king  -   dom    oom-in',  An.'  de      year        of 


Jn 


bi      -     lo  ! 


3.  De  darkeys  feel  so  lonesome,  libing 

In  de  log-house  on  de  lawn, 
Dey  move  dar  tings  to  massa's  parlor, 

For  to  keep  it  while  he's  gone. 
Dar's  wine  an'  cider  in  de  kitchen, 

An'  de  darkeys  dey'll  hab  some; 
I  spose  dey'll  all  be  cornfiscated 

When  de  Linkum  sojers  come. — Chorus. 


4.  De  oberseer  he  make  as  troable, 

An'  he  dribe  us  round  a  spell ; 
We  lock  him  up  in  de  smoke-house  cellar, 

Wid  de  key  trown  in  de  well. 
De  whip  is  lost,  de  ban 'cuff  broken, 

But  de  massa'll  hab  his  pay  ; 
He's  ole  enough,  big  enough,  ought  to  known  better, 

Dan  to  went  an'  run  away.  -  Chorui. 


THE  TWO  ROSES. 


Andante,    mf 


WERNER. 


1    On         a        lianK    two        ro    •    aes    fair, 

2.  Thus    in      leaves    of      white    arrrayed, 

3.  Like    her    cheeks  the      blush  -  ing    ray, 


Wet     with  mum-ing      show    -    ers, 
Not        a    speck    to       dim      them, 
Which    the    bud     en    -    olo     -     ses, 


^ 


Gemmed  with  dew,   in  frag- ranc  •  grew,      As      I,      pen  -  aive,  full      of   care.  Gathered  two  sweet 

So       I     find    the  spot  -  less  mind  Which   a  -  dorns    my  spot- less  maid,  In-  no-  cen    -    ce's 

Bright -er    far  than  you   they  are  ;      But  her  charms     if        I  should  say,  You'd  be  jeal  -  ous, 

f> 


CAMPING   SONG. 


H.  ELLIS,  -67. 


1.  We  have  left      far          be    -     hind        ue         the        dwell  -  ings        of      men,         We  have 

2.  On  the      lone      rug    -    ged        rocks        a         rich          ta     •     ble        we     spread,          The 

3.  When  the  or     - '  i      -    ent        hues        of         the        dawn  -  ing          of      day,  Em- 


PUNO.-: 


tra  -  versed 
moss     and 
bla  -   zon 


the 
the 


for  -  est, 

brae-ken 

clouds  and 


the 

af 

smile 


lake      and 
ford        us         a 
back    from     the 


fe'n  ; 
bed  ; 
bay, 


From     is    -  land 
While  the    gleam  of 
We     spring  from 


to 
our 
our 


^^F        > 


is  -  land        like 
camp-fire  il 

couch  like        the 


aea  -  birds  we  roam, 
lu  •  mines  the  sky, 
stag  from  his  ls;.r, 


The    waves  are        our 

And  the    mar-mur    -  ing 

And     drink    in        new 


path,     and       the 
pines     sing        a 
life      with      the 


m 


m 


world  is      oar      home, 
soft    lul    -    la    -    by. 
free  morn-ing         air. 


From     is      -     land 
While  the  gleam    of 
We     spring    from 


to        is     -    land 
our    camp  -  fire 
our      couch     like 


like  sea  -  birds  we 
il  •  lu  -  mines  the 
a  sta?  from  his 


CAMPINQ    SONG. 
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roam,  The      waves  are      onr    path,  and      the      world   IB       our      home, 

sky,  And  the     murmur  -  iug      pines  sing      a  soft   lul   -   la  -   -  by, 


lair, 


And       drink  in     new      life  with      the       fresh  morn-ing        air, 


IB  onr    home. 
lul  -  la  -  by. 
morning  air. 


CHORUS,    mf 

IST  4  2ND  TENORS. 
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roll. 


ra,  !         Ju  -  vi  -  val 


,      Ju  -   vi  -  val  -  le-ra,  Ju  -  vi  -  val   -  -  le- ral  -  le-ral    -    le   -  ra  I 


4.  Then  we  launch  our  light  bark  on  the  silvery  lake, 
That  dimples  and  breaks  into  smiles  in  oar  wake ; 
While  we  sweeten  our  toil  with  a  tale  or  a  song, 
Or  rest  while  the  winds  waft  us  bravely  along. 

Jnvivallera,  Ac. 

6.   At  night  when  the  deer  to  the  thicket  has  fled. 

And  the  scream  of  the  nighthawk  is  heard  overhead. 
We  startle  with  laughter  the  wilderness  dim, 
Or  the  forests  resound  with  onr  evening  hymn. 
Jnvivallera,  <£c. 

5.  Then  hurrah  for  the  north,  with  its  woods  and  iU  Inlla ) 
liurrah  for  its  rooks,  and  its  lakes,  and  its  rills  1 

And  long  may  its  forests  be  lovely  as  now, 
Untouched  by  the  axe  and  unscathed  by  the  plovs ! 
Jnvivallera.  Ac 
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THE  VICAR  OF  BRAY. 


tarrntn 


Air  —  iv'. 


Voter. 


^^1 


In     ri""J     *.'"(;     Charles's  gold -en    days,  W ben  loy  -  al    -    ty      no         harm       meant,   A 
•2    Wlien   roy    -    »i      James  ob-tained  the  crown,  And  Pop-'ry  came     in  fa     -     sluon,   The 


•  —- w- ^— — — ^^ w -I  ^ — ^  -m _—— — ^_ — — — —  —         '  I  | 
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zea     -     Ions    High  Churchman  was        I,      And      so          I         got        pre     -     -     fer    -     -     ment;  To 
-  nil     hiws       I      hoot    -  ed     down,    And  read      the        De  -    clar  -     a     -      -     tion ;  The 


Ste 


m 


t»Hch    my     flock         I      nev  -     -  i-r  missed,  Kings  were      by    God          a|)  point    -     -    ed.     And 

Church   of     Rome        I    found      would  fit        Full    well         mv    con    •    sti      -     -     ttj     -     -    tion;  And 


«*— — ^-L-J *9 ^  ^ 


---J=- 
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SBE5SE 


damn'd        are      thoso    who      do         re  -  sist,      Or      touch      the    Lord's     a  -  -  -  noint      -     -    ed 
had         be  -  come        a        Je    -       su  -  it,       But        for        the        Re    -    vo  -  -  -  -  lu          .     tion. 


THE    VICAR  OF    BKAY. 
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And      this      is    law,  I      will  maintain,  Un  -  til      my    dy  -  ing        day,      "Sir,  Thai  what-so  -  ev  -  er 

||  II 
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d^3 
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King  may  reign,  Still  111     be    the  Vicar   of 


3.  When  William  wan  our  King  declared, 

To  ease  a  nation's  grievance, 
With  this  new  wind  about  I  steered, 

And  swore  to  him  allegiance  ; 
Old  principles  I  did  revoke, 

Set  conscience  at  a  distance  ; 
Passive  obedience  was  a  joke, 

A  jest  was  non-resistance. 

And  this  is  law,  <fec. 

4.  When  gracious  Anne  became  our  Queen, 

The  Church  of  England's  glory, 
Another  face  of  things  was  seen, 

And  I  became  a  Tory  ; 
Occasional  Conformists  base, 

I  damn'd  their  moderation, 
And  thought  the  Church  in  danger  was, 

By  such  prevarication. 

And  this  is  law,  &o. 


5.  When  George  in  pudding  time  came  o'er, 

And  moderate  men  looked  big,  sir, 
I  turned  a  cat-in-a-pan  once  more, 

And  so  became  a  Whig,  sir  ; 
And  thus,  preferment  T  procured, 

From  our  new  faith's  defender, 
And  almost  everv  day  abjured 

The  Pope  and  the  Pretender. 
And  this  is  law,  &c. 

6.  The  illustrious  house  of  Hanover, 

And  Protestant  succession, 
To  these  I  do  allegiance  swear, 

While  they  can  keep  possession—- 
For  in  my  faith  and  loyalty 

I  n^ver  more  will  falter, 
And  George  my  lawful  King  shall  be, 

Until  the  times  do  alter. 

And  this  is  law,  <So. 


THE  YOUNG  RECRUIT. 


Allegretto.    In  unison. 


VOICE. 


PIANO.  . 


ARRANGED  roR  MALE  VOICES  FROM  KUCIKS 


1.  See  these  rib  -  •  -  bons 

2.  We  will  march  a     - 

3.  Shame,  Lizette,         to 


gay     -     -     ly 
way  to 

still  be 


stream 

-     mor 

weep 


ing,  I'm     a 

row,  At  the 

ing,         While  there's 


sol  -  dier  now,   Li  -  zette,          I'm      a        sol  -  dier  now,  Li  -  zette.  And     of      bat  -    -  tie 

iM'udk-i.'ig    of      the    day,  At      the  break  -ing    of      the   day.  And     the    trum  -  pets 

f  j,mo     in  store    for    me,      While  there's  fame     in  store    for    me,          Think  when  home        I 
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THE   YOTJJfO   RECRUIT. 


-  ing,          And  toe  hon    -   or 

-  ing,          And  the  raer  -  ry 

What  a  joy  -  fnl 
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lirr  TEHOR. 
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AIR. 
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\\  ith  a        sa  -  bre  at     my    side, 
Yet     be  -  fore      I  say  good-bye, 
When  to  church  yon'' re  fondly  led, 


And    iv      liel-met  on  my    brow,     And   a 

And    a      last  sad  parting  take,        As    a 

Like  some    la -dy  smartly  dressed,  And  a 


proud     steed    to 
proof        of     your 
he-ro       you    shall 


1ST  BA8B. 


2ND  BASS. 


ride,  I  sliall 

love,    Wea    tlua 
wed,      With   a 


ruaii 
gift 
meda 


on  the  foe,  Yes,  1  flat  -  ter  me,  Lizette, 
for  my  sake.  Then  cheer  up,  my  own  Lizelte. 
on  Ins  breast.  Ha  1  there's  not  a  maiden  fair, 


' 'I'm    u     liie   thai  >v<  II  will 
Lei   not  grief  your  beauty 
But  with  welcome  will   sa- 


m  i 
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THE    YOUNG   KECRUIT. 
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auit         The  gay  life  of     a    young        re 

stain  ;  Soon  yon'l1  see       your  re  -  oruit         a 
lute        The  gay  bride         of  the  young        re 


cruit. 
gain.. 

cruit. 


.     The  piy    life         of     « 
Soon  you'll  s-n     your  re  - 
.     The  K;IV  briilw      of    the 


drum,        drum      temper  gtareato 
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Think  of     tnfl  love       in        your  dream 


ing,     D<»-rum,   de-rum,      drum, 
drum 


r  T~     ~T 


•.m 


m 

F 


124 


THB   TOUNQ   RKCBD1T. 


drum,  drum,      drum And  the  mean  -  ing  of        my         drum  I 
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Tom. 


PIANO. 


MASSA'S   IN    THE   COLD    GROUND. 

Word*  and  Mu«ie  by  8.  C.  FOS  i  ER. 
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1.  Round    de  meadows  am  a-riug  -    •  iug,       De    dar  -  keys'  mourn-fal     song, 

2.  When  de  autumn  leaves  were  fall   -   ing,  When   de    days     were  cold, 
8    Mas    -    sa  make  de  darkeys  love      him,           'Cause  he     was        so    kind, 


'Tw»* 


H 


— I P — ta 

J  •         J '   J  J  J 


While  de  mocking-bird  am  sing 
hard  to  hear  old  massa  call 
Now  dev  aa<3  ly  weep  a  -  bove 


ing,  Hap-py  aa   d.-  day      am        long, 

ing,  Cause  he  was  so  weak  and        old. 

him,        Mourning  'oanse  he  leave  dem  behind. 
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MASSA'S    IN   THE    COLD   GROUND. 
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Where        de    i  -  vy  ani    a  -  breep  -  -  -  ing, 
Now          de  orange  tree  am  bloom  -    -  ing, 
can  -   -    not  work  before  to  -  mor  -     -    row, 
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O'er        de     grass  -  y 
On         de      sand  -  y 
'Cause       de      tear-drop 
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shore, 
flow,                         I 
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Dare       ole    massa    urn     a  -   sleep   -     -    ing, 
Now        de  summer  days  are   COCA    -     -    ing, 
try           to  drive   a  -  way  my    sor    -     -    row, 

Bleeping    in   de  cold,   cold   ground. 
Mas  -  sa  nebber  calls      no       more. 
Pick-in'   on  de    old      ban  -  -  jo. 
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Down  ia         de        corn  -  -  field,  Hear       dat      mourn  -  ful        sound, 
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All 
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the  darkeys  am  a 

weep  -     -  ing, 

Massa's  in   de  cold,   cold 
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Arranged  for  Riaic  Voice*. 
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a\       ship        for  an            o  -  cean        trip       Was  the     Wallop  -  ing  Win  -  (low 
ip'3  in  te        was            very     se  -  date.           Yet         fond      of  a-muse-ment 
».r>      sat        on  the      commodore's  hat,          And          dined     in  a    roy  -  al 
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BUnd.             No  wind  that  blew       dismayed  her    crew,     Or  troubled  the  cap  -  tain's  mind.            The 
too  ;            He  played  hop-scotch  with  the  starboard  watch,  While  the  captain  he  tickled  the  crew  t    And  th 
way                Off  toast  -ed    pigs      and  pickles  and   figs       And      gunnery  bread  each    day.         And  th 
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man      at  the  wheel  was    made      to       feel        Con-tempt      for  the  wildest    blow  -  ow  -  ow,  Though  i 
gunner  we  had  was      ap  -  parent  -  ly     mad,    For  he  sat      on  the  af    -   ter      ra    -    ai   -   ail,          And 
•  •tiok      was  Dutch,  and  behaved     as      such  ;    For  the  diet       he  gave      the  crew  -  ew  -  ew,         Was  a 
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ulten     ap   -    peared,  when  the  gale       had    cleared, 
sa         lutes      with  the  cap  -  tain's    boots, 
number    of          tons           of         hot      cross      buns 
1-4-  T  
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That  he'd  been 
In  the  teeth 
Served     up 
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in  his  bunk        be  -  low. 
of  the  boom  •  ing    gale, 
with  sn-gar         and  glue. 
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It 

i'heu  b.ow,  ye  winds,  heigh-ho  L  A  -  rov  -  ing    I    will        jjo  !  I'll  stay   no  rr.oi-p  o« 
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England's  shore,  So      let     the   mu-sic     play -ay -ay!    I'm      off     for  the  morning    train!  I'll 
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cross  the  raging      main!  I'm  off  to  my  love  with  a  boxing-glove,  Ten  thousand  miles  a  •   way  I 

-Ml 4= 


4.    All  nautical  pride  we-laid  aside, 

And  we  ran  the  vessel  ashore 
On  the  Gullibv  Isles,  where  the  Poopoo  smiles, 

And  the  rubbly  Ubrtus/s  roar 
And  we  sat  on  the  edge  of  a  sandy  ledge, 

And  shot  at  the  whistling  bee-ee-ee  ; 
And  the  cinnamon  bats  wore  waterproof  hats 

An  they  dfpped  in  the  shinv  sea — Chorus. 


5.    On  Rngbug  bark,  from  morn  till  dark 

We  dined  till  we  all  had  grown 
Uncommonly  shrunk ;    when  a  Chinese  junk 

Came  up  from  the  Torriby  Zone. 
She  was  chubby  and  square,  but  we  didn't  much  car* 

So  we  cheerily  put  to  eea-ee-ee  ; 
And  we  left  all  the  crew  of  the  junk  to  chew 

On  the  bark  of  the  Eugbug  tree.— Chorut. 
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DRINK    TO    ME    ONLY. 


Word*  by  BEN.JON8ON. 

,  SI., 


HarmonUed  by  THEO.  MARTENS. 


1    Drink  tome    on  -  -  ly        with  thine  eyes,    And         1          will  pledge  with  mine ;.... 
i        I  sent  tiioe  late       a          ro    -    sy  wreath,  Mot       HO        ranch  non  -    ring  thi-e 
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Or  leave  a   kiss       with    -    in          the  cup,        And       I'll        not  ask        for         wine;....         The 
As    giv-ina    it  a        hope      that  there        It       could      not  with  -  er'd  be 
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thii-i"  ihat  from        the 
thou  there-on         didst 
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soul    doth  rise,      Doth        aslc         H    drink 
oi,     -    ly  breathe,  And   sent'st        it      back 
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But  might  t     of        liovc's  uec    -    tar    sip,  I  would         no    change      fnr      tbiw 

Since  when  it  «i-ow8.     and  smells.        1  swear,      Not     of  it  -  self,        hut 
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A    CANADIAN    BOAT    SONG. 


Anitante. 


THOMAS  MOORE. 


1.  Faintlv  as  tolls  the      ev'ning  chime,  Our     voices  keep  tune  and  our  oars  keep  time Our 

2.  Why  should  weyetour  sail      un-furl  ?  There  is  not    a  breath  the  blue  wave  to   curl There 

3.  Ot-  ta  -  wa  tide  !  this  trembling  moon  Shall  8  e   us  float   o  -  ver  thy    sur  -  ges  soon,. .  . .  Shall 


fc 


r  r  r~ 


voi  -  oes  keep  tone  and  oar  oars  keep  time. 
IB  not  a  breath  the  bine  wave  to  curl, 
see  us  float  o  -  ver  thy  sur  -  ges  soon. 


Soon    as    the  woods    on        shorn     look  dim,     We'll 
But  when  the  wind  blows       off        the  shore       Oh. 
Saint    of    this  green    isle,    hear     our  prayer 


3 


A.   CANADIAN   BOAT   SONG. 


tree    -       -    em*    -     -      do.       dim.       tr 


£ 


sing    at       St.  Ann's     our      part  •  ing  hymn.          Bow,  brothers,  row,  the  stream  runs  fast,  The 

sweet-ly      we'll  rest       our      wea  -  ry    oar.            Blow,  breezes,  blow,  the  stream  runs  fast,  Tha 

Grant  us    coil  heav'ns  and     fav  -  'ring  air.            Blow,  breezes,  blow,  the  stream  runs  fast,  The 

/                                *f  f 


dim. 


rapids    are  near    and  the  day-light's  past,  The        rapids       are  near     and  the    day  -  light's  past. 
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dim. 


STARS   TREMBLING    O'ER   US. 


Anianta, 
/ 


D.  M.  MOLOCH. 


£3 


1.     Stars  trem-bling  o'er    us.  And  sun  -set    be  -fore    ns,  Monn  -tain   in     shad-ow  and 

2     Come    not,  pale  Sor-row.  Flee,  flee   ti'l   to  •  mor  -  row,  Rest    soft  -  )y     fall  -  ing  o'er 

'A.     As          the  waves  cov    er  The  depths  we  glide     o  -  ver  Ho        let  the     |>a«t     in     f  or- 


H»  ,    I* 


£••£.!;- 

to-     to  to   to   — tov 


m 


ITjiTi 


f 


for  -  est    a     -  sleep. 
eye  -  lida  that  weep  ; 
get  -  fnl  -  ness 


Down  the  dim  riv  -  er  We  float    on   for  -  ev  •  er.         Speak  not,  ah, 
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breathe  not  I  there's  peace  on  the     deep,       Speak  not,  ah,  breathe  not!  there's  peace  on  the     deep. 
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JOHNNY  SCHMOKER. 

*'»  thu  »(mg.  an  t*d  l/vtch.  musician  tell*  hit  friend.  Johnny  Schmoker,  about  the  instrument*  upon  whicu  Ae 
outplay,  anil  detcribe*  them  by  motioiu  ichile  he  ttingi.     The  motinn*  are  made  only  when  the.  wardi  dtfcribivtj  ihf. 


tht  trombone  ;  and  no  on  ia  (Ae  latt,  which  i$  imitated  by  crooking  both  armt  and  tinting  with  them  agaiiaH.  the  tide*, 
<u  if  playing  tht  bagpipe. 


Allegretto. 


Q.  F.  ROOT. 


** 

ay 
ny 


Sohmo-ker,  John  •  ny 
8chmo-ker,  John  -  ny 


m 


Scbmo-ker,     Ich   kann     spiel  -  en,        ich      kann 
Schmo-ker,     Ich   kann    spiel  -en         ich     kani. 


-trc 
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fist. 


I 


spiel    -  en,      Ich     knnn  spiel    mein    klei  -  ne      Drummel. 
spiel   •  BD,      Ich     kaun  spiel    mein    klei  -  ne 


Bob  a  dob  a  dub,   das  ist  meiii 


tmrc-^Hi 


Dnunmel. 


Fi  -  fie.      Pilly  willy  wink,  daa  iat  mein     Fi  •  fie,        Bab  a  dab  a  dab,  dai  ist  mein 

I 


Drammel.  Mein      Rnb  a  dob  a  dab,  mein 

g 


Pilly    willy   wink,  Das  ist  mein 


S.  Johnny  Bohmokor,  Johnny  Sohmokar, 
leh  kann  spielen,  ioh  kann  spielen, 
loh  kann  iptel  mein  klein  Triangle. 
Tio  knock  knock,  das  irt  Trmngle, 
Pilly  wil  y  >»ink,  da*  ist  mein  Fifle, 
Bob  a  dob  a  dab,  d*?  lit 


Mein  Bub  a  dub  a  dob,  mein  Pilly  willy  wink, 
Mein  Tio  knock  knock,  dag  ist  Triangle. 

4.  Johnny  Schmoker  Johnny  Sohmoker. 
Ich  kann  npielen  ich  kann  sielen, 


JOHNNY  BCHMOKEB. 


Bom  bom  bom,  das  isv  mein 

Tio  knock  knock,  das  ist  Triangle, 

Fitly  willy  wink,  das  ist  mein  Fiiie, 

Bab  a  dab  a  dub,  dm  tat  mein  Drummel. 

Mein  Bab  a  dab  a  dub,  mein  Pilly  willy  wink, 

Mein  Tio  knock  knock,  mein  Bom  bom  bom, 

Das  ist  maiu  Trombone. 

G.  Johnny  Sohmokeir,  Johnny  Schmoker, 
loh  k.inn  spklen,  i.oh  kann  spielen, 
loh  kann  spiel  mein  kleine  Cymbal. 
Zoom  zoom  zoom,  das  ist  mein  Cymbal, 
Bom  bom  bom.  das  lat  mein  Trombone, 
Tio  knock  knock,  das  ist  Trituitfle, 
Pilly  willy  wink,  d;vs  ist  mein  Fine. 
Rub  a  dub  a  dnb.  da*  ist  mein  Drummel. 
Mein  Hub  a  dub  a  dub,  mein  Pilly  willy  wink, 
Mein  Tic  knock  knock,  mein  Bom  bom  bom, 
Main  Zoom  zoom  zoom,  das  ist  mein  Cymbal. 

6.  Johnny  Solimoker,  Johnny  Schmoker, 
loh  kann  spielen,  ich  kann  spielen, 
loh  kann  spiel  mein  kleine  Viol. 
Fal  lal  lal,  das  ist  mein  Viol, 
Zoom  zoom  zoom,  das  i»6  mein  Cymbal, 


Bom  bom  bom,  das  ist  mein  Trombone, 
Tic  knock  knock,  das  ist  Triangle, 
Pilly  willy  wink,  das  ist  mein  Fine, 
Bab  a  dub  a  dub,  das  ist  mein  Drummel. 
Mein  Bub  a  dub  a  dub,  mein  Pilly  willy  wink, 
Mein  Tic  knock  knock,  mein  Bom  bom  bom, 
Mein  Zoom  zoom  zoom,  mein  Fal  lal  iai, 
Das  ist  mein  Viol. 

7.  Johnny  Schmoker,  Johnny  Schmoker, 
Ich  kann  spielen,  ich  kann  spielen, 
Ich  kann  spiel  mein  kleine  Toodle-Sacb. 
Whack  whack  whack,  das  ist  mein  Toodle-Sacb, 
Fal  al  lal,  daB  ist  mein  Viol, 
Zoom  zoom  zoom,  daa  ist  mein  Cymbal, 
Bom  bom  bom,  das  ist  mein  Trombone, 
Tie  knock  knock,  das  ist  Triangle, 
Pilly  willy  wink,  das  ist  mem  Fine, 
Bub  a  dub  a  dab,  das  ist  mein  Drummel. 
Mein  Bub  a  dnb  a  dab,  mein  Pilly  willy  wink, 
Mein  Tic  knock  knock,  mein  Bom  bom  bom, 
Mein  Zoom  zoom  zoom,  mein  Fal  Ki  lot, 
Mein  Whack  whack  whack, 
Das  ist  mein  Toodle-Sach. 


SOLDIER'S   FAREWELL. 

pocoriten 


KINKS!* 


1.  How      can    I  bear 

2.  Ne'er  more  may  I 
8.  I         think  of  thee 

f> 

IST  &2ND  BARB. 


to    leave  thee, 
be -hold  thee, 
with  long  -  ing, 


One  part  -   ing  kiss  I       give    tbee ; 

Or        to        this  heart  en  -  fold    thee ; 

Think  thon,    when  tears  are  throng-ing, 
f> 


And 
With 
What 
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ereteendo  •  pnro  arcrl. 
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f>        a  tempo, 


then  what  e'er  be  -  falls  me, 
spear  and  pen  -  non  glano  -  ing, 
with  my  last  faint  sigh  -  ing. 


go      where  bon   -  or     calls     me.  Fare- 

I        see          the    foe        ad  -  vano  -  ing,  Fare- 

I'll    whis    -    per  soft    while    dy   -   ing,  Fare- 

J .           I  f> 
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tmiiqulllo  »  mttlto  tupremt. 
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well,     fare  •  well,     my      own    true      love.     Fare  -  well,     fare  -  well,        ray   own     true   love. 


HERE'S   TO   THE    MAIDEN. 


From  the  "  SCHOOL  rom  SCAXOAL." 


Voiam. 


Pl»XO. 


<WI  1HU  i  IW4U  LUV       tjvnvu*.  rWM  9b4 

1.  i  lure's  10  the  maid-en  of  lash  -  ful  fif-teen.  Here's  to  the  wi  -  dow  oi  nt'  -  -  ty  , 
•J  Here  »  to  the  charmer  whose  dimples  we  prize,  Now  to  the  muid  who  lias  none,  sir ; 
:t-  Here's  to  the  maid  with  a  bo  -  aoni  of  snow.  Mow  to  her  that's  as  brown  as  a  ber  -  -  ry  ; 


»>  ~TjB—  —5—  s>— :  — nJ^^=:  f^S=^ 


Here's  to  the  flaunting  ex  -  trav-a  -  gant  quean.  And  here's  to  the  house- wife  that's  thrif  -  ty. 
Here's  to  the  girl  with  a  pair  of  blue  eyes,  And  here's  10  the  nvmph  with  but  one,  sir. 
Here's  to  the  wife  with  a  face  full  of  woe.  And  here's  to  the  dam  -  set  that's  mer  -  ry. 
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Let  the  tout  pass,          drink    to  the  lass  ;—     I     war-rant  she'll  prove  an  excuse  for  tbe  glass 


m 


CHOKES. 


Jf    Let  the  toast  pan,    drink  to  the  lass  ;—  I      war-rant  she'll  prove  an  «x  -  cuse     for  the  glass 


8M-irr  ej^ffi 


138 


REVELRY    OF    THE    DYING. 

Written  by  a  British  officer  la  Inrtift,  »t  •  time  whoa  the  plague  was  hourly  sweeping  off  bil  comjwoiaps.    He  diu  Vitr. 
leoe  survive  his  wonderful  production*. 

Air.— "Away  WITH  MILAHCHOLY" 


1.   We        meet   'neath    the   sound  -  ing      raf    -    ter.       Ami      the    walls      .a  -  round     are 


*-••$' 


bare.        As  they  shout    to    our  pc;iis  of          laugh-  ter,       It,    seems  that  the  dead  are  there. 


But     stand   to  your  glasses,     sica  -  dy  1        We    drink  to    our  cx>mra<ie«'          eyes,          Quaff      a 


_  _  _         _  -  ..  . 


cap       to      the  dead         nl          ren        •  dy.      And     bur  -  rah !       for    the     next   that      die*. 


2.  Not  a  hi«h  for  the  lot  that  darkles  ; 

Not  a  tear  for  the  friend*  that  sink  ; 
We'll  fall  'midst  thu  wine-ciipV  ^piurklM 

As  mote  as  the  wine  we  <(• 
80  stand  to  your  "lasses,  steady  ' 

"Tig  this  that  respite  bnyn  ; 
One  cap  to  the  dead  already  : 

Hurrah  !  for  the  next  that  dies. 

3.  There's  a  mist  on  the  class  congealing  ; 

"Tig  the  burrica.ue'8  fiery  breath  ; 
And  thus  does  the  warmth  of  feeling 

Turn  ice  in  the  grasp  of  death. 
Ho!  stand  to  your  glasnes,  steady  i 

For  a  moment  the  vapour  Hie»  , 
A  cop  to  the  dead  already  ; 

Hurrah  !  for  the  next  that  iliea. 


4.  Win  tl>e  dust  n 

Who  rtiirink"!  from  the  snble  shore? 
.'       Where  the  hifjli  and  haughty  yearning 

Of  the  so.ul  shall  sting  no  more. 
Ho  !  stiuvl  to  your  glasses,  steady  1 

The  world  :«  a  world  t.f  !ie»  ; 
A  cup  to  the  df-ad  already  ;       ' 

Huirah  1  for  the  next  thut  dieit. 

5.  Cat  off  from  the  Itind  that  bore  us, 

Betrayed  by  the  land  we  find, 
Where  the  brightest  have  ^one  before  as. 

And  th«  dullest  remain  behind. 
Stand  •  stand  to  y«nr  glasses,  steady  i 

"Pis  all  we  have  left  to  \ir- 
A  oop  to  the  dead  already, 

And  hurrah  t  for  the  next  that  dies. 
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W«mU  by  B.  MORTON  JONES  V 
AUtgrrtio.        p 


AWAY,  AWAY,  AWAY! 


Adapted  from  DE  BERIOT. 


I 

1.  Air  -  i  -  ly  float  we  with  gen      Ue  swing,  Out  o'er  the   wain*  ourvoi   -   i 

2.  Out  o'er  the  waters  with  dip-  ping  blade,  By  thoughts  of  the  nior  -  low  uu  -  di 
2.  Ripples    of  laughter  our  plea -sure    tell,  "f  is    sweeter  than  rambling  by  wood  i 


Out  o'er  the   water*  cur  voi   -   ce8 

dig  -  mayed, 
wood  and  dVll, 
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Joy-ful  -  ly,  sweet  -  ly,  we  sing,  we  sing,  A  -  way  !  a  -  way  !  a  -  -  way  I 
Sorrow  and  sad  •  ness  a  -  side  are  laid,  A  -  way  !  a  -  way  !  a  -  -  way ! 
Gaily  to  ride  o'er  the  heav  -  ing  swell,  A  -  way  I  a  -  way !  a  -  -  way  I 
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A  -    way.     a  •  way,  o'er  the    wa  -  ters  clear,     A   -   way,     a  -  way,      a       way  !                 Where  the 
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moon  -  light  streams      in        ra  -  diant  beams,         Glim-mer-ing  far    and 


Votcca 


PIAJIO.  J 


AURA  LEE. 


As  the  black-bird,  in  the  spring,  'Neath  the  wil  -  low  tree, 
On  her  cheek  the  rose  was  born.  And  her  soft  bine  eyes, 
Like  a  son  -  lit  rippling  brook,  Was  her  laughing  voice, 


Sat  and  piped,  I 
Like  the  dew  -  y 
From  her  eyes  one 


AURA   LEE. 
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cnoKva. 
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heard     him  sing,          Sing -ing    An  -  ra       Lee. 

flowers    of   morn,        Shone  with  glad  sur  -  prise 

gold   -   en  look         Made  the  world  re    -  joice 


An   -   ra    Leel  An  -  ra    Lee  I 


tt 
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Maid    of    gold-en       hair  I       Sunshine  came    a  -  long  with  thee,  And  swallows  :r»       the     air 

I        I        I        I         I  I  ">          hi  >*i 
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FORSAKEN   AM    I. 


IsT  &  BUD  TENOB. 
n         op  «l»w. 


KOSCRAf. 


^  ^  "^  —  ^ 

1.  For -sak -en,   for -sak -en,   For  -  sak  •  en      am        II     Like  a    stone  by    the   road-side.    All 

2.  Amoand's  in  that  churchyard,  Fair  buds  o'er     it    break,      And     there  sleeps  my  dar  -  ling,  And 

i^k     i^k     ^^  lh     ^ 
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men  pass 
will     not 


me         by ;          I       go    to       a  graveyard,  No  hope  my  heart  cheers,  There  sad  -  ly       I 

a    -     wake ;  Each  day  do      I    stay  there,  To  weep  by     the      stone,    And     bit  -  ter  -  ly 

I—N  Ik  =-          JT 
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knnel  me.     And    shed  bit  -  ter    tears,         There  sad  -  ly     I    kneel  me.    And  shed  bit  -  ter  tears, 
feel  there  That  on  earth  I'm  a  -  lone.  And    bit- ter- ly  feel  there  That  on  earth  I'm  a  -  lone 


-*—*»- 
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am 


i  aft 


I'SE    GWINE    BACK   TO    DIXIE. 


4iM*M***.     W«*  **•/•*. 


C.  A.  WHITE. 


V<vc«. 


PUNOX 


1.  I'ae 
a.  I've 
3.  I'm 


gwme  back 
hoed  in  fields 
trav  •  'lin^  baok 


to 
of 
to 


Dix    -   ie 
cot  -   ton, 
IJix   -   ie,— 


No  more  I'se  gwine  to 
I've  worked  up  -  -  on  the 
My  step  is  slow  and 


at 
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wan  -  der,  My    heart's  turnM  hack      to 

riv   -  er,  I          used       to    think       if 

fee  -  We,  I        pray      the     Lord     to 


Dix   -   ie,  I      can't    stay      here      no 

I        got        off       I'd        go      back    there     no 

me,  And      lead      me     from       all 
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Ian  -  ta  •  tion, 


lo  g  -  er. 
ner  -  er. 
•  -  Til. 


I      miss       de       ole        pli 
Bat    time     has  changed     the     old    man. 
And  should    ray  strength    for  •  sake      me. 


My      home  and      my         re- 

His    -head    is       bend   -  ing 

Then,  kind  friends  come     ai  d 


^p: 


(lrlf.7. 


•*?: 


My  heart's  turned  back  to  Dix  -  ie, 
His  heart's  turn«xl  back  to  Dix  -  ie, 
My  heart's  turned  back  to  Dix  -  ie, 


And        I  most       go. 

And        he        mast       go. 
And        I          mnst      go. 


r* 


4 


i 


rnfta 


i-  r-4- 


pi' 


A         i 


back      tn  Dix 

4- 


137 


I'SE   GWINE   BACK  TO    DIXIE. 


'.'ie  where    the        or  -  ange      bios  -  Horns 


j — :     i   -i- 

rrff 


For       I       hear    the     chil  -  nren 

£--' 

K— 

:£r 


ad  lib. 


*^2 


inn,      I       see  their  sad   tears    falling.  My  heart's  turn 'd  hack  to    Dix-ie,     Aryl      I      must     go. 

5: 


STARS  OF  TffE  SUMMER  NIGHT. 

1m  t  2m>  TK  NOB.  At  ningr  at  YALE, 

I  .  _f  I 


1.  Stars         of        the      sum  -  uierni^ht,  Far 

lST&2vnBi_9sJ_          I I | |^_    I  _ 

HI-^-7-r— « — *f «-4 .-— — i * rv- 

&1^^===*==&3^3-z^£=?=^t=£ 


•  zure  deeps, 

T"  tt J          |    |    J  . 

^^fg^EESEErgE^ 


i 

in       yon         a 

J i    _J r    i 

^E^E^EjiEE 

-y-F^- 


rr=p-rr=Ji 


Hide,      hide       your      gold 
J  _   !___,. 

^ 


en    lisjht;      She      sleeps,      niv      la  -   -  dy        slet|>B, 

l  J_ 


She. 


•!••(•, 


m- — r  — " 


gbe       sleeps,       my       IR  -  -  dv 

J       J.     J-J— JL 
3Efc| 


9.   Moon  of  tha  snmmer  night, 

Far  dow.i  yoi  western  steejw,, 
Sink,  sink  in  tsilver  \\u\it ; 
She  Bleep*,  my  Udy  sleeps. 

S.  Wind  of  the  summer  i  i^ht, 

a  ier  woo.lbine  croepff 
Fold,  ;'.i  i  your  pinions  Huht; 
She  »!C«I)M.  mv  Ip/ly  sleeps. 

4-    Dreami  of  the  summer  night, 

Tell  her  h-ir  lover  kt- 
Wiitch.  while  in  slumber  lighi 
Sbe  sleeps,  my  iady  sleeps. 
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AUP   WIEDERSEHN. 


Tr»n«Ut...iby  IX.  MORTON  JONES,  '91. 


MENDELSSOHN. 


n 


r 


1.  In        ev'  -  ry  lund.      by  God's    command.  From  dear  -  est  friends  we  ev   -   -   -   er    Must 

J- 


Trfr^m* 


g-  r  r  «hp 

•    L    f    -EE 

r-  r  i    •> b 


PllNO. 


VOICIH. 


55 


aa    -    wr. 


"V 

On    hu-man    ear   no  sound  more  drear  In  this  world's  course  there 

£:£.*• 


I* 


PIANO. 


VOICES. 


rr 

a  -  T»r  (ell,    Than     ah !     fare-well, 


fare  -  well,     fare  -  well. 


9.  Should  some  loved  friend  a  flower  send, 
A  violet  or  rose-boil  pare. 

Of  this  be  sure, — 
Tho'  in  thy  room  at  morn  it  bloom, 
'Twill  wither  ere  the  ni|iht  winds  blow, 
Yea  !  that  I  know. 


8.    Should  Love's  glad  ravs  illume  thy  days, 
And  there  be  one  to  thre  more  fair 

Than  jewels  rare ; 
She  cannot  stav  with  thee  alway. 
Bat  far  too  quickly  you  must  part, 
With  aching  heart. 


Fourth  verte  only. 
f^-^^•JS^—- 


m 


J" 


PUNO. 


I 


Voicnw, 


i 


i^j  J'3.33 


4.   When      one  must  go     and     one       remain, 


and      one        remain,  When 


^MMr-M^- 
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ATJF  WIEDEBSEHN. 


1                             f  \     J       1 

J,,i__J._ 

^ 

^ 

^j^dH 

gF^M^isfedi^  =j=r3Ji=iE 

whis  -  pers  Hope      "  to  meet           a  -  gain,"  'Tis    then     we      s 

J» 

^,-B-*  tt*  *-i  p^  1*  f*  Ifi-TH*  *— 

f<»3:g^  —        —fa  t  ET  —  •  B  —  B-r^C"  rL;      » 

r-f^ 

ay    "^M/1        >T»e    - 
/r» 

^=|=P^: 

-m—  m  —  --l 

dc.  -  »ehn,  AitJ 

s* 

+>-     * 

If     ~L—     - 

EE*§==^=EJ==?EE  —  =-  —  —  —  -)*  —  — 

PIANO.                                       Vow 

l!p_4_|  

IB. 

1  

~k.   .(—  _^J 
t* 

y^             I*      I*-                          -5-           ^tf-     -JR"        "5:         "* 

r            "*      r  —  ;r~ 

W»«  -  rfer    -    felin,                                                                   Auj 

;  dr 

'           Wie.  - 

f 

•  der 

&   '       —  J 

§£^£4=^=^.-^=^: 

p—  1 

PBKOB8 


PIANO.  .< 


AIR. 


^ 


A    HOME    BY    THE    SEA. 


Word,  and  Music  by  E.  A.  HO3MBK. 

^g-^iE^^ 


1.  Oh  I    give     me    a  home    by   the    sea, 

2.  At    morn,  when  the  sun  from  the  east 

3.  At       eve,  when  the  moon  in  her  pride 


Where  wild  waves  are  crest  -  ed  with 
Comes  man  -  tied  in  crim  -  son  and 
Bides  queen  of  the  soft  summer 


P 


N          h  fr  .   N      ^^] 

J:  ffft:*=s 


m 


foam,  Where  shrill      winds    are  car  -  ol   -  ling          free, 

gold,  Whose   hues         on       the  bil  -  lows    are         oast, 

night,  And      gleams        on       the  mur-mur  -  ing          tide. 


Which 
With 

J 


S 


§ 


=£=.=&: 

f^f 


P 


— *- 


¥ 
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A   HOME   BY   THK    SEA. 


/ 


J 


i 


m 


& 


o'tr      the  blue         waters     they  come, 

aparkles  witli      splendour  un    -     -     -   told, 
flixxia  of    her         silver    -  y  light. 


u  *  i 

For    I'd    list  to  the  ocean's  loinl 

Oh  !      then  by  the  shore  would  I 

Oh !     earth  has  no    beau  -  ty  so 


' I  *--*— 4-*—r 

. Ipp^qF^J^^^i^z^gr^gg 

-iST~  -— '-  -i— ti^        ^ 1 


T 


t     f 


roar.  And      joy          in      its  stormiest        glee.  Nor    ash       in  this  wide       world  for 

stray.  And     roam       as    the  hal-cy-on        free.  From   en    -  vy  and  care        far     r  - 

rare,  No     place      that    is  dear-er  to        me.  Then  fjive    me    so    free        and      so 


J      g-LJB 

I      -£-Jft 


more Than     a    home         !>y      the  deep       )icav  -  \nc.    tea. 

At      my  home  .       by      the  dwu       lieav  -  iu^-    »BU. 

A  home         by      the  deep       heav  -  ing    «ea 
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A.   BOMB    BY   THE    SEA.. 


ds± 


A  home         by    the  deep    heaving 


= j  _-0^  J^grr 

zzn_  — m^  _ — — 


A      home,  A    home,  A  home    by    the  deep  heaving  sea. 


I'VE    LOST   MY    DOGGY. 


Con 


^P 


I've        lost         my       dog         gy.  Who's      seen        my       bow    -  wow? 


££i_4-|p    -Lr-r      L~i  |~  F— -^M-T       F^^T"  I  :i:=:p::::rfcF 


1st 


f      [2nd 


y^Tir5=£a 


Poor  lit  -  tie     dog  -  gy  !  Bow-wow-wow   -  wow  !  •Bo*»-*»«"-««»»«r  -  wow  ! 


r~r~~F~fri»  i  g   g    ^=f=f=s=m=t 

TTFTrFTP5 


SLEIGH-RIDER'S  SERENADE. 


Words  and  Music  by  R.  0.  TAYLOR 


BUSH 


*      >  u»  W  U»  U  I 

I  The  king  of  the  north  has  clothed  the  earth     In   a  robe     of  spot   -    less      white;       Ere 
long  the    moon  will  mark  the  noon    Of  the  ra  •  diant  win  -  ter       night. 


J- 


^ 


under  thy  window,  a- wait  -  ing  there,    Are  steed  and  sleigh      for   thee,  Then   come       away      my 


B|^^rrr^^r^^r{=^=^rt^_IL-|^=:±=g_- 


EfiS5:3=SB=l=i 


la  -  dy  fair,     A -way,     a-way  with       me  O     let    ns    a  -  way,    a  -  way,    a  -  way,    O 

-*.    -^ 


3= 

4-4 


3^   '3tt'=:=P=3=£&^$^=*':E3~ ~F-1~^f=£=*= 

-M^'Tl^^^frf^^g^ 
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SLEIGH-  EIDER'S  SERENADE. 


m~r    /*^**- — -Tt 

Ef^s 


iu>  a-way,    away,     away,     O      let  us  away,      away,  _  away,  Where  silv'ry  moonbeams  play. 


A  tboaaand  eyes  from  oat  the  skies 

Will  give  as  greeting  kind  ; 
With  diamonds  bright  to  reflect  their  light, 

Oar  pathway  shall  be  lined. 
As  swift  as  the  coarse  of  a  bird  in  air, 

Our  flight,  our  flight  shall  be ; 
Then  come  away,  my  lady  fair, 

Away,  away  with  me. 

CAonu.— 0  let  as  away,  etc. 


Night's  goddess  now  about  her  brow 

A  misty  halo  wears  ; 
A  token  to  show  that  soon  the  snow 

Will  melt  in  rainy  tears. 
Ere  ever  the  clouds  shall  gather  there! 

Or  shining  hours  shall  flee, 
O  haste  away,  my  lady  fair, 

Away,  away  with  me. 

Chorus.— O  let  us  away,  eta. 


EULALIE. 


R.  8.  TAYLOR. 


P 


sum  -  mer  eve,  Sink,    sink       to    rest  1 
sum  -  mer  eve,  Waft,   waft    your  sighs  1 
sum  -  mer  eve,  Chant,  chant  your  gong  1 


Sink  ere  The 
From  where  the 
While  through  the 


£ 


1 


sil  -  ver  light  Fades  from  the  west; 
dis  -  tant  hills  Kiss  gold  -  en  skies  ; 
twi  -  light  gleams  Night's  star  -  ry  throng  ; 


But  ne  •  ver  more  will  1 
But  ne  -  ver  more  will  I 
But  ue  -  ver  more  will  I 


3 


Watch  keep    for    thee,  With     her     I     lov'd 

Wait     here    for    thee,  With     her     I     lov'd 

List       here    for    thee,  With     her     I     lov'd 


itatt 


so  well,  Sweet  En  -  la  -  lie. 
so  well.  Sweet  Eu  -  la  •  lie. 
BO  well,  Sweet  Eu  -  la  -  lie. 


i 
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LULLABY  OF  THE  IROQUOIS. 


\V>.i..-  by  K.PAUL1XK   JOHNSON 
Modentto. 


Music  by  JAS    KDMUND  JONES,  '88. 


1.  Lit  -  tie  brown  ba-by  bird  lapped  in  your  nest,  Wrapped  in  your  nest,    strapped  in  your  nest,Your 

2.  Lit  -  tie  brown  ba-by  bird  swinging-  to  sleep,        Wing-  -  ing  to  sleep,       singling-  to  sleep,  Your 


straight  lit- tie  era  -  die  -  board  rocks  you     to    rest,  Its   hands      are  your  nest,         Its 

won  -  der-black  eyes  that     so       wide       o  -  pen   keep,  Shield  -  ing-  their  sleep,       Un 


*  I) 


r 


r    r 


Tmi 


bands    are  your     nest          It   swings    from    the  down -bend- ing-  branch     of    the  oak,         You 
yield  •  ing-    to        sleep     The       he   -     ron    .is    horn  -   ing1,  the      plo  -  -    ver    is    still,         The 


-*- 


f 


r 


T 


*   By  permission  of  the  publishers  qf"Flint  &  Feather!' 


J  J>J' 


p^ 


watch  the  camp  fire  and  the  cur-ling-  grey  smoke,  But  oh  for  yourpret-ty  black  eyes  sleep   is  best, 
night    owl    calls  from  his  haunt  on  the  hill,     A- far     the  fox    barks ,    A  -   far      the  stars  peep, 


rrr 


T 


i 


^w 


Lit   -  tie  brown  ba- by    of   mine,    go  to  rest. 
Lit    -  tie  brown  ba-  by   of   mine,   go  to  sleep. 


p 


r=w< 
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FAR   AWAY   IN   THE  SOUTH. 


Melody  in  2d 


(    Ikr       a  -  way        in     the  South   a-  mong    the  cot  -  ton  fields, 


(Where  thr    mair  -no-  lia  blooms  a-  round     the   ca-  bin  door    . 

'  There's  a  place  where  I 
(  In     iu\    <lreams  come  a-guin  those     hap  -  py  child-hood  hours, 

(In  thai    South-  land    so  fair       I        see       a-gain    the  flow'r 


J 


!  J>J) 


UJ^l 


ev-erlongto      be;         Give   me    a  home  in  the  dear  old  South, R>r  fond-Jy    I   love     it      still, 


P 
p 


1 


I  will  sig-h  night  and  day,  I      long-   to   see    a-g-ain   My   old     i.-a. bin  home  a-mong1  tlie    Julls 

ZJU  J.  \h .  JlJ  J>  J>U  J  .J    ,hjJ.-^JiJL_L  , 

'~p '.-  fl 


TRABLING   BACK  TO  GEORGIA 

Companion  Song  to  "OLD  BLACK  JOE. 
Words  by  ARTHUR  H.FRKNCR 


D   BLAKE' 


L  Ise   trab-ling  back  to  Georgia,  dat 


goodole  land  to    see,       The  place    I    left    to  wan-der,   the   day  that    I  was   free,        Ise 


W 


I 


1 


:r 


r 


* 


^ 


getting- old  and  weary,  And  tirS  of  roaming,  too,      So   onmy  way  to  Dix-ie,  I'll  say  goodbye  to  you 


« 


>T     J'7 


E^«i 
i? 


i 


? 


CHORUa  (<Ki  &*.) 
Soprano. 

^ 


Aito.    K      ^     K     r       ,    F 

Ise    trab-liny  back,  (He's  trab  -liny  back,)  Yes,       trab-ling-back,(Yes,    trab  -  ling  back,)      Ise 


g 

r 


P   P 


*)  The  small  notes  here  are  Intended  for  an  invisible  chorus  behind  the  scenes,or  inan  adjacent  room. 
If  sung1  in  this  way  omit  the  accompaniment  below. 


Slow. 


m 


f 


a  tempo 


fff 


>  Jl  J  J. 


I 


r  r  .  r 


f  r 

Ise      trab-  ling1  back     t<f    Gteor-  gia, 

>   J> 


trab-  ling    night     and         day. 

A  \ 


* 


i  a  .j- 


I'se 

i 


P 


Drvuns,  Cymbals,  etc. 


trab- ling  night  and  day,        Ise   trab-lingback  to  Georgia,  For      I     can- not  keep     a-  way. 


dim. 


dim. 


D.C. 


>>    j' 


2. 
I'se  trabling  back  to  Georgia, 

The  place  where  1  was  born, 
Among  the  fields  of  cotton, 

The  sugar  cane  and  com. 
So  happy  with  ole  Massa, 

A-living  in  the  lane, 
To  see  de  ole  plantation, 

I'se  trabling  back  again 


3. 
To  live  and  die  in  Georgia, 

Dat's  good  enough  for  me; 
I'll  hoe  the  corn  and  cotton, 

And  oh!  so  happy  be; 
I'll  hunt  the  coon  and  possum, 

And  dance  and  sing  and  play, 
And  when  I  once  get  back  there, 

I'll  never  come  away! 


t'ae  trabling  back  to  Georgia, 

To  see  the  darkies  there; 
And  see  my  ole  Aunt  Dinah, 

Oh,  golly,  won't  she  stare! 
Well  dance  all  night  till  morning, 

By  the  banjo's  gweet  refrain, 
And  have  a  celebration,  • 

When  I  get  back  again! 
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TRUE      LOVE 


Tr.n»Ution  by  J.  D.  8PENCE, 


I'MOIW 


I 


E3E 

--  L — ]f~ 1^8 L— - — 


Ah  I      oan     it          tru  -  ly         be,      That       I     must      part  from  thee  ?       Dear  -  er      art 


i 


Than       all         be  -   Hide.  '1  hon     i.«bi      th.s        soul       of       mine 


So    close  -  ly       knit      to  thine. 


I      know  no          o  -  ther    love      Than  thine      a  -  lone. 


=5=5 


2.  Bine  the  forget-me-not, 
Emblem  of  constancy  ; 
Close  press  it  to  thy  l.reast, 

And  think  of  me. 
Though  flower  and  hope  decay, 
Rich  we  in  love  alway  : 
My  heart's  deep  love  for  thee 
Never  can  die. 


8.   Were  I  a  bird,  on  high 

Far  through  the  air  I'd  fly ; 
No  hawk  should  daunt  me  then, 

Winging  to  thee. 
Struck  by  the  huntsman's  dart, 
Sinking  upon  thy  heart, 
There,  should'st'thon  weep  for  me  , 

Fain  would  I  die. 


VE  SHEPHERDS  TELL  ME. 


taryhotu. 


Pu*o.' 


WAZZINOHI. 


1.  Ye     shop    -    herds  tell     me,  tell         me  have   you     S'?en, 

2.  A     wreath         a     -    -    round  her  head,    a-round     her  head    she    wore, 


Uai- 


y~* 


m 
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8HEPHEUDS   1&LL   ME. 


have  yon  seen  my    Flo  •  ra  pass  this  way, 

na     -    -   -     tion,  Li  -  -  ly,  Li    -  ly,  Bose, 

I-*- 


In     shape  and  feature 
And          lu  her  hand  a 


*3*^rJ*  tn^a-^rq*  1r-<*z3g-tezfrr1--r-r---T-jT-pl    !  I  I  i   I  !  !  I 

'—^^^-"-f^^^^^^^^^^^ 

— •  •  ~Wt>  ~^*  ~&~  ~~T  •— T  — I 

•*• 


r-*--^— 


fefc 


^ 


*- 


bean     -          ty'a  Queen, 
crook  shs  bore, 


pastoral,      in          pastoral        ar  -  ray. 
sweets,    and  sweets  her  breath  corn-pose. 


H^3^ro^^fc^H=RTfr35W=« 


sra^ 


^  i      — ~~F—T~  i  ej — — -  ixi-E 

'^E=*3==~\Q  ^S~'         '5-gJH  ^ 


?? 


CHORVS. 

f 


have         yon 


t=£ 


Shep-herds  tell      me,       te)i      me,  tell        me  have  yon     seen, 

_V>-««-     -T      T»- 

1 1*  •  e_g: — g — u-g—  ^  ^  i  r   CJ-V  "vp;F= 


r 

tell      me  have     yon 
fg±-j« 


have         yon 


Have    yon  seen,  tell       me 


My       Flo  -  ra        pass  this    way  ; 


seen,  have  yon  seen 


dolce. 


Have  yon  seen,    tell       me 


rail. 


Shepherds  have  you  seen,  tell     me  have  yon        seen      My    Flo  •  ra         pass  this  way ' 
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YE  .SHEPHERDS  TELL  ME. 


BAH  VOICB. 


1» — *- 


The      bean  -    -  teous,  the      beaa  -  teoo*  wreath        that  decks    her      head. 


:• ;^-J=t^ 


1 


Forms  her       de*  -  crip    -     -    tion,  her       des-crip  -  tion      true. 


5*  -*•?•  * 


Hands  li  -  ly          white. 


Rep*mt  CkartM. 

*  r-  ^  r  y.^- 


3? 


^ 


And 


cheeks, 


and        cheek*    of        m     -     sy       hue. 


PEANUT   SONG 


Energetically  ad  lib. 


Oh!          all      you    fel  -  lows  that    have  pea- nuts,  And  give    your  neighbor       none;        \bu 
shan't  have  an-y        of        my     pea-  nuts  When  your  pea- nuts    are      gone,       When 


Wi 


ad  lib. 

*«* 


P* 


n  jiij 


P¥ 


your    pea  nuts      are         gone, 


When    your    pea    nuts      are        gone,  Yau 


*** 


m 


9 


P* 


$ 


s 


f 


shan't       have  an-y          of        my     pea  -  nuts  When     your     pea  -  nuts      are         gone. 


2.  Oh!     all    you  fellows  that  have  sherry  chicken,  and  give  your  neighbor  none  etc. 

3.  Oh!     all    you  fellows  that  have  pickled  persimmons,  and  give  your  neig-hbor  none   etc. 

4.  Oh!     all    you  fellows  that  have  huckleberry  pot-pie,  and  give  your  neighbor  none  etc. 

5.  Oh!     all   you  fellows  that  have  soft,  sweet  soda  crackers,  and  give  your  neighbor  none  etc. 

6.  Oh!      all    you  fellows  that  have  nice,sour  Messina  oranges,  and  give  your  neighbor  none   W,c. 

7.  Oh  !     all   you  fellows  that  have  Mrs  Winslow's  soothing1  syrup,  and  give  your  neighbor  none  etc. 

8.  Oh  !     all    you  fellows  that  have  ripe,rich,red  strawberry  shortcake,  and  give  your  neighbor  none  etc. 
9:    Oh  !     all  you  fellows  that  have  California  clam  chowder  and  oysters  on  the  half-shell,  and  give  your 

neig-h'i)or  none,  eta. 

Spoken:  —  Not  if  T  knows  myself. 
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RECESSIONAL. 


JAMES  EDMUND  JONES, '88. 


Beware  lest  thou  forget  the  Lord  thy  God.  DEUT.  viii.  11 . 


'f  our  fathers,  known  of  old, 
Lord  of  our  far-flung  battle  line, 
Beneath  Whose  awful  hand  we  hold 
Dominion  over  palm  and  pine: 
Lord  God  of  hosts,  be  with  us  yet, 
™  forget,  lest  we  forget. 


"  f>      I'hf  tumult  and  the  shouting' 

The  captains  and  the  king*  depart; 
Still  stands  Thine  ancient  sacrifice, 
An  humble  and  a  contrite  heart: 
P       Lirrd  (iod  of  hosts,  be  with  us  yet, 
Lest  we  forgtst,  lest  we  forget. 


mp'A.  Far  called,  our  navies   melt  away, 

On  dune  and  and  headland  sinks  the  fire; 
Lo,  all  our  pomp  of  yesterday 
Is  one  with  Nineveh  and  Tyre! 
P    Judge  of  the  nations,  spare  us  yet, 
Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget. 

wip4.If,  drunk  with  sight  of  power,  we  loose 

Wild  tongues  that  have  not  Thee  in  awe, 
Such  boastings  as  the  Gentiles  \ise, 
Or  lesser  breeds  without  the  law. 
P      Lord  God  of  hosts,  be  with  us  yet, 
Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget. 


mft  D.l-br  heathen  heart  that  puts  her  trust 
In  reeking4  tube  and  iron  shard; 
All  valiant  dust  that  builds  on  dust, 
And  guarding  call  not  Thee  to  guard: 
P    For  frantic  boast  and  fbulisl.  word, 
Thy  niercy  on  Tl.y  people    Lord.  Amen. 
Rudyard  Kipling,  1897. 

•   words,  here  inserted  by  j^rmission  of  M.r  author,  first  appeared  in  The  Times,  July  17,  1897. 
appeared  n#  the  Recessional'  in  Kipling's  five  Nations,  1903.  The  allusions  in  the  hymn  are 
incidents  in  the  Diamond  Jubilee  of  Queen  Victoria,  and  especially  to  the  Procession  and  the  Naval 
w 
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BRIDGET   DONAHUE. 


Music  by  A.  S.  JOSSELYN. 


Void, 


1.-  It  wan      in      the    Coun-ty         Ker-ry. 
CBOBUS  :  Oh      Brid  -  get      Don  -  a  -  -  hue, 


A      lit   -   tie  way  from  Clare, 
I      real  -  ly      do    lovs    you, 


Where  the 
Al- 


boys      and  girls      are       mer  -  ry        at  a        j>at  -  ron    race          or      fair ; 

though         I'm  in        A     •     mer  -    i     -    ca,         to      you        I       will         be      true; 


The 
Then 


ing 


town     is    called      Kel  -  lor  •  glin, 
Brid   -get      Don    -a    -    hoe, 


a        pur  -  tv      place      to     View, 
I'll     tell     you     what    I'll      d>>, 


But  wlnr. 
Just 


^^ 


^fa£M 


| 


V-r*- 


z 


£ 


Repeat  for  Chortui 


h  —  h 


^ 


-**~ 


it      in     -     ter 
the  name      of 


ec    -  ing         is 
Pat  -  ter   -   son 


my    Brid  •  get    Don  -     a 
and     I'll     taKe    Don  -    a 


hue! 
hue  1 


f 


n=sp=3±-s 


i 


2.    Her  father   is  a  farmer,  and  a  dacent  man  is  he, 
He's  liked  by  all  the  p-iple  from  Kellorglin  to  Trallee ; 
And  Bridget  on  a  Sunday,  when  coming  home  from  mass. 
She's  admired   by  all   the  people,  sure  they  wait  to  Bee  her  pass. 

•.    I  sent  her  home  a  picture,  I  did  npon  my  word. 
Not  a  picture  of  myself,  but  the  picture  of  a  bird; 
It  was  the  American  Eagle,  and  says  I,  "  Mis»  Donahue, 
Our  eagle's  wings  are  large  enough  to  shelter  me  and  you  1" 
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HALLI-HALLO. 


Word!  brWILH  ELM  BORN  EM  ANN,  1816. 

BAMITONC  SOLO 


Tr.nil.tlon  by  JA8.  EDMUND  JONES. 

.  h    I     - 


1.  Through  wood  and  fo  -  rest     rang  -  ing,      I       find      a    joy      un  -  ch»ng    -    -  ing.        A 

2.  My      do;i     is  good  and      trus  -   ty.    Jur      ap    -    pe-tites  are        las     -     -    tj  :        A 


— 3- 


-si X *t- 


•  - 


f=fltt± 


bants  •  man      bold    am      •    I 

meal        I       soon     pre    -     pare,. 


A    hunts  -  man      bold      am          I..... 
A     meul        I        8<xm      pre    -     pare.. 


i 4 — i—j^^d1 i-d— 


fri^lr 


I 


K— ^1" 


My  heart        is     e'er       de  •  light 
Up  -  on       the  ground    re  -  olin 


ed.      To     see       the  deer.       »f    fright 
ing,  From  mos  -  sy        ta    -    ble      din     - 


ed,     From 
ing,     We 


out      his      oo    -     -     vert      fly From      out 

u*t      our     fru     -     -     gal        fare We        eat 


his      on  -  vert         fly., 
our     frn   -    g&l          fare. 


HALLI- HALLO. 


1B6 


pXi*  r  JUH« 


I m     _^_ ^ 


Prom  ont        his    co  -  -  vert  fly 


tfo/  -  -  K,          AoJ-fo,         hal    •    K,          hal-la, 


We      eat        our    fru  -    -  gal  fare 


AlPh     JJ  \HSEH.        ^^ 


^ 


£ 


iH 


s 


r    -g. 


K. 


Aoi-to. 


Ao/-to, 


CFrom  out         his  co     -     vert        fly., 
eat        our  fru  -  -  gal          fare. 


jWe 


m 


• 


f   TI»  f  —  r- 

-  k       '    .  --  ^- 


8. 1.  though  without  a  nickel, 
My  dainty  palate  tickle 

With  wine  and  good  black  bread. 
My  fragrant  pipe  burns  brightly, 
AB,  stepping  forward  lightly. 
The  flow'ry  heath  I  tread. 


4.  Thus,  in  the  fields  abiding, 
Or  through  the  forest  striding, 

I  pass  the  livelong  day, 
And  while  my  hours  are  fleeting 
Like  seconds  swift  retreating. 

I  through  the  green-wood  stray. 


3.  And  now  the  son  is  sinking, 

Now  stars  through  mists  are  blinking  ; 

Thna  one  more  day  slips  by  ; 
80  home  again  returning, 
Where  cheerful  hearth  is  burning. 

A  jolly  huntsman  I. 


ON  THE  BANKS  OF  THE  YANG-TSEE-KIANG.* 

,    j:5Li  Ad-pud  by  J.  L.  MORRISON. 

KC.V.  J. 


1      Mv      name    is      Polly  Hill,  and   I     had      a    lover  Bill,  w  nose  late  c 

l\     Ohyi  the  war  itsoo.ibrokeout,  I  don'tknow  what  'twas  'bout,  But  let  those  that  make  war  go 


( 


me  Forhisreg'menttooktheront,  andhewent  to  the  right  about,  To  the  ban  ksoftbe  Tang-  Yang- 
KK.80  hewentwiththousandsten    to    fightthe  Chinamen.       On  the  banksof  the  Yang-Yang- 


Yang-t-Bee-ki-ang.TothebanksoftheYang-t-Bee-ki-ang. 
Yang-t-see-ki-ang,Onthe  banksot  the  Yang-t-see-ki-ang. 


^^ 


3.  Three  years  had  passed  away,  whilst  it  fell  upon  a  day, 

That  I  sat  by  my  door  and  span,  span, 
That  a  soldier  came  and  said,  "  Your  lover  Bill  lies  dead 
On  the  banks  of  the  Yang-Yang-Yang-tsee-kiang, 
On  the  banks  of  the  Yang-tsee-kiang. 

4.  "'Twag  in  a  tea-tree  glen  that  we  met  the  Chinamen, 

And  one  of  the  rogues  let  bang,  bang, 
Which  laid  poor  William  low.  with  his  toes  towards  the  foe, 

On  the  banks  of  the  Yang-Yang- Yang-tsee-kiang, 

On  the  banks  of  the  Yang-tsee-kiang. 
6. 'He  took  a  sprig  of  tea  and  a-ul,'  Will  yon  carry  th'«forme. 

Anil  tell  poor  Polly  where  it  sprang,  sprang?  ' 
And  this  was  all  he  said,  when  his  head  it  dropped  like  lead., 

On  the  binks  of  the  Yang-Yang-Yang-tsee-kiang, 

On  the  banks  of  the  Yang-tsee-kiang. 
9.  "Now  will  yon  Hko  from  me  this  little  sprigof  tea  ? 

Twas  on  Hill's  yrave  that  it  sprang,  sprang. 
Yon  may  Iiaveit  if  you  will,  as  a  souvenir  of  Bill, 

From  the  hunks  of  the  Yang-Yang-Yang-tsee-kiang, 

j<>om  the  bunks  of  tile  Yang-tsee-kiang." 
7.  "My  soldier  bny,"  gaid  I,  "  do  yon  see  any  green  in  my  6y*T 

Pray  excuse  me  the  use  of  slang,  slang. 
For  I'm  your  Polly  Hill,  and  you're  my  lover  Bill, 

From  the  banks  of  the  Yang. Yang- Yang-tsee-kiang 

From  tlie  banks  of  the  Yang-taee-ki." 


•  Ilic  wordi  -re.  taken  fiom   •  1 1' 


i  ProtiWi  Probationer  "  bv  JAMFS  Buowx,  by  prnntMion  >.f  JAM  KB  MACI.EU:)?*  <  - 
Publishers.  Glasgow. 
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PETER    GRAY. 


3 


^ 


Voio». 


E 


1.  Once     on         a  time    there   was      a      man,        his     name    was     i?e  •  ter        Gray  ; 


i 


m 


PUNO.< 


*  /*~i 

»-5»d3t 


x- 


*-* 


Si  >    -^ 

l-l  1  1  M 

F=f=r~r>- 

r-  P 

HI 

He      lived    way    down      in 

I—      "  EF 

that     'ere     town,     called 

j  —  p  rf.  *| 

Pen  -  syl  -  va  -  ni     - 

^          - 

-^  =-H 

a. 

H  —  s  —  —  fl 

P 

J     x     -     — 

r-^J._  

g 

^-^  —  —  H 

-j  5  —  H 

Vr"^H?  — 

1                                  1 

1-              1                               1 

"                    rJ            1 

M  X_ 

CJ5TOBCS. 


I 


Blow        ye  winds     of         the        morn 


-     ing, 


Blow     ye  winds,  Heigh  -  o, 


f* 


m 


^±1 


r=rf 


Blow       ye  winds     of         the       morn    -     - 


Slow.  blow. 


^^ 


blow. 


•.'Now  Peter  Gray  he  fell  in  love,  all  with  a  nice  young  girl 
The  first  three  letters  of  her  name  were  L-U-C,  Anna  Quirl. 

8.  But  just  as  they  were  going  to  wed,  her  papa  he  said  ••  No  !" 
And  oonseqnently  she  was  sent  away  off  to  Ohio  —Chu. 

4.  And  Peter  Gray  he  went  to  trade  for  furs  and  other  skins, 

Till  he  was  caught  and  scalp  -  y  -  ed  by  the  bloody  Indians. — Chut. 

6.  When  Lucy  Anna  heard  the  news,  she  straightway  took  t<>  bed. 
An*  never  did  get  up  again  until  slie  di  -  j  -  ed.— Chi. 
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OVER  THE  BILLOWS  AFAR! 

Words  byA.F.  SARGENT.  Music  by  CHARLES  E.  PRATT. 

Con  Spirito. 


1.  What    care   I    tho'  the  wild  winds  sig-h,And  whistle    thro' ringing1  and      shroud. 

2.  What    care   I    tho'the  breez-es   sigh,       Soft  o'er    the  hill  and  the        plain. 


The 


i    r>  J  ^ 


an  .    gry     sea  hath  no   ter-ror  for  me,  Nor  the  frowning-       tern -pest     cloud But  there's 

Give  me  the  free,   the          track- less  sea, Let  me  roam  o'er  the  bound-less      main And   be- 


-V.      k.~k-i 

&=&$] 


-E^T^P^*^  **=r^* 

mu  -  sic    dear  to   the  sail-or's      ear,     In    the  din     of  the  hurricane's       roar,- 

neath  the  wave  may  I     find     mygrave,Whenmyvoy- ag-e  of  life         is          o'er, Where  the 


As   his 


gal -lant  ship    o'er    the  bil  -   lows  skips,     A 
bil-  lows  surge    will       chant    my   dirge,    A 


way,  far      a-way  from  the     shore! . 
way,   far      a-way  from  the    shore! . 


CHORUS. 

.   -,    1st  Tenor. 


Ji 


[•    Hj»|» 


Then  hur-  rah!     hur-rah!      hur  -    rah!  Hur-  rah    for  the  gal-lant       tar!, 

i  Air.  2nd  Tenor. 


The 


J 


Then  hur -rah!      hur-rah!      hur-    rah!  Hur-rah     for  the  gal-lant       tar!. 

1st  Bass. 


The 


rj          ^ '          _       ^      I     ^         •••!• 

^•r^'f  p'M 


i^f=p 


2nd  Bass. 


dim. 


rail 


--- 1 
~-1 


sea        is  his  home,andhe   loves   to     roam,  O<-  ver    the  bil- lows    a-    far!. 


sea      is  his  home,and  he  loves  to     roam,  O  ^  ver  the  bil-  lows     a  -    far! 

dit 


r     --TTf 


TOBACK 


Translated  by  JOHN  D.  SPENCE  8fl'. 


1.  Ho!       jol   -     ly         com-  rades,    crowd      a    -     round)With      laught-er      let      the 

2.  To  -    bac  -    co's       so    -    lace         nev   -     er       fails:      The         beg-  gar     or       the 

3.  "A         fig        for        La  -    tin!         Bet  -    ter        far"     The        stu  -  dent  cries   "a 


walls  re- sound;  The  night  we'll  pass  With  jo- vial  glass  And  pipes  of  good  To 
Prince  of  Wales  A  -  like  be  guiles  His  mood  to  smiles  With  corn-fort  -  ing  To 
good  ci- gar."  Can -non  and  ball  Are  vanquished  all  By  con-quer-ing  To 


back! 
back! 
back! 


CHORUS. 


To  -  back,  back,  back,  To 
To  -  back,  back,  back,  To 
To  -  back,  back,  back,  To 


back,  back,  back,  And 
back,  back,  back,  With 
back,  back,  back,  By 


pipes  of  good  To- 
com  -  fort  -  ing  To- 
con  -  quer  -  ing  To. 


i  r        r  **3 

To  -  back,  back,back,To  -  back,back,back,And   pipes     of   good  To  -  back. 

To-  back,  bai-k.back,  To  -  back,  back,  back.With  com  -  fort  -  ing  To -back. 

To  -  back,  back,  back,  To  -  back,  back, back,  By      con-quer-ing  To -back. 


Ifil 


The  youngster,  for  the  weed  unripe, 
Steals  on  the  sly  his  fathers  pipe; 

Behind  the  shed 

In  fear  and  dread 
He  tries  to  like  toback! 
CHORUS:-  Toback,back,  back,  etc. 

5. 

The  gaffer,  toothless,  grim  and  old, 

Whose  gums  refuse  the  pipe  to  hold; 

The  stem  will  wind 

With  yarn  and  bind 
It  fast,  and  smoke  Toback! 
CHORUS:-  Toback,back,  back,  etc. 

6. 
The  copper  on  his  lonely  beat, 

Smokes  as  he  tramps  the  midnight  Street; 

His  short  pipe  glows 

Beneath  his  nose, 
And  warms  it  with  Toback! 
CHORUS:-  Toback,back,back,  etc. 

7. 
The  cripple  with  a  wooden  leg 

The  weed  will  borrow,  buy  or  beg; 

The  pipe  he  grips 

Between  his  lips 
And  smokes  and  smokes  Toback! 
CHORUS:- Toback.back,  back,  etc. 


8. 
The  noble  red  man,  out  for  hair, 

Will   everlasting  friendship  swear; 

In  pipes  of  peace, 

His  wranglings  cease, 
And  so  he  smokes  Toback! 
CHORUS:-  Toback,  back,  back,  etc. 

9. 

The  western  man,  thatsworn  and  grim, 

Thinks  life  has  little  charm  for  him, 

Forgets  his  ills 

Whene'er  he  fills 
His  corncob  with  Toback! 
CHORUS:-  Toback,  back,  back,  etc. 

10. 

The  polished  Frenchman,  fashion's  pet, 
•  Will  only  risk  a  cigarette; 
He  knows  it  is 
A  serious  biz 

For  him  to  smoke  Tobaok! 
CHORUS:-  Toback,  back,  back,  etc. 

11. 

The  labouring  son  of  Erin's  Isle, 
Looks  from  his  drain  with  broadening  smile; 
The  brief  dhudeen 
His  lips  between, 
Is  filled  with  rank  Toback! 
CHORUS:-  Toback,  back,  back,  etc. 


12. 


So  comrades,  all  the  world  around 
The  good  old  weed  is  ever  found; 

So  let  us  pass 

The  jovial  glass, 
And  burn  our  good  Toback! 
CHORUS:-  Toback,  back,  back,  etc. 


WHOS  THE    BEST    MAN  IN  THIS  TOWN? 


Tune1' Bonnie  Laddie,  Hiehland  Laddie!' 


J'lJ  J  jj  J IJ  u 


P 


Who's   the  best  man     in   this  town?  T,  -  Y,  -    J,  -  is       T,  -  Y,     -  J,  -  is    Who's  the  best  man 


J  Ijj 


in  this  town?T,-  Y,    -  J,   -  is       T,  -  Y,   -  J,  -  is  We're  some  f  pumpkin   bovB  oul%-  selvesWe're  some 


in     thiB  town  is    T,-Y,- J,-is       T,- Y,  -  J,  -  sir. 


I  ft;.' 


To  the  North  I 


Word*  by  JOHN  D.  Smmcx 


Music  by  ]AS.  EDMUND  JOKES 


VOICE. 


PIANO.- 


i.We    care    not  if  the  world  be  wide;          Nor  South,  nor  East,  nor  golden 


PS| 


3="=j 


I 


We»t       Can  match  the  Northland's  rugged  pride.  The  North,  the  hardy  North's  the  best ! 


!  I 


5£ 


£ 


t= 


To  the     North!  to   the  North  we        go!          To    the     North,  where  the  pine  trees 


CHORUS. 


-^^-     ^— — -i — -- 1*=5  '^I 


ft        6      r 

3=1 


grow. 


To    the         North!    to  the  North    we  go!  To     the 


-i *• 


m 


S: 


** 


TO  THE  NORTH. 


North,  where  the  pine  trees        grow 


Then  it's         ho !  for    the  gleaming 


ho!   for  the      line     and 


rushing    fall,  and  the         pine  trees  tall,  And  the  wa  -  ters    bright  •     and 


Bfcir-' •= 


Hfe 


i»  r   u 


TO    THE     NORTH. 


i 


broad.  With          pots  and      pans      and         pails    ga  -  lore,    With 

K 


±-f-l 


? 


r 


Yo     ho! 


m 


mm 


J? 


hams  and  jams       a      good  -  ly  store;  With  a      ton    •or    two     of    dunnage    and  a 


h 


* 

*  »  f 


j :  j  ; 


333 


f:    I     f    . 

'•-'     g     g 


few  things  more,  To    the 


Nortn     to       the  North  we 


i=* 


go!  To      the 

' 


1R5 


TO  THE  NORTH. 


"few  things  more,  To    the 

J    J> 

—  ,—  ,—  : 


T"?T"fe?=l 
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Fine. 


tfc 


a    «    • 


— 


•*•)  Last  verse  only.  > 

a.  Who  yearns  for  palmy-Southern  seas  ?  4.  Who  would  not  flee  the  whirl  and  strife.- 
Who  longs  to  dream  the  languorous  hours-        The  anxious  brow,  the  ceaseless  strain. 

To  i  rittcr  in  luxurious  ease  To  drink  again  the  milk  of  life, — 

His  vigorous  manhood's  early  powers  ?  To  feel  himself  a  child  again  ? 

To  the  North  1  to  the  North  we  go !  To  the  North !  to  the  North  we  go! 

To  the  North,  where  the  fresh  winds  blow.  To  the  North,  from  the  debts  we  owe. 


.  Who  Ijngs  for  dainties  rich  and  rare, 

For  cooling  wines  and  liqueurs  hot,  — 
That  ones  has  known  the  s'tnpler  fare 

That  filU  the  camper's  generous  pot? 
To  th«  North  I  to  the  North  we  go  1 
To  the  North,  where  the  black  bass  grow 


.  Let  others  sail  the  sluggish  streams 
Ttiat  murmur  through  the  quiet  night. 

Give  us  the  glorious  sun,  that  gleams 
On  curving  green aud  foaming  white! 

To  the  North!  to  the  North  we  go! 

To  the  North,  where  the  torrents  flow. 


6.  So,  till  with  age  our  spirits  flag, 

And  hearts  beat  fainter,  year  by  year, 
The  North  shall  fling  from  crag  to  crag 

The  «cho  of  our  boisterous  cheer. 
To  the  North!  to  the  North  we  go  1 
To  the  North,  to  the  North,  Yo  hoi 


Iflfl 


JUANITA. 
SPANISH  BAUAB. 


HON.  MRS.  NORTON. 


•^ZfjrW 

ilES 


1.  Soft 

2.  When, 


o'er    the     fonn  -  tain, 
in     thy      dream  •  iug, 


Ling-'ring  falls    the       southern    moon : 
Moons  like  these  shall     shine   a  -  gain, 


^m 


e 


m 


^ 


j  1 


p 


< 


Far 
And 


o'er    the    moon  -  tain, 
day-light    beam  -  ing 


Breaks  the  day    too      soon! 
Prove  thy  dreams  are 


In   thy  dark    eyes' 
Wilt  thon  not,     re. 


apian  -  dor,     Where  the  warm  light  loves  to  dwell,. ...      Wea  -  ry  looks,    yet   ten  -    -  der, 
lent  -  ing,     For     thine  ab   -  sent  lov  -  er  sigh In     thy  heart  con-sent  -   »  ing 


Mower- 


a  tempo. 


Ni     -     tai      *Jua    -    ni     -    ta! 


Speak  their  fond    fare    -    well ! 
To       a  prayer  gone         by  ? 


Ni    -    ta! 
Ni    -    to  I 


Ni    •    tal  Ask   thy  seal         if 

Ni    -    ta  t  Let   me  ling    -    er 


m^     Ni     -     ta  i        Jna  -  -  -  ni        ta  I 


Tmderly 


tlotf 


we  tkoulii  part  ! 
by     thy    ««ie! 


Ni    -    ta! 

Ni    -    ta! 


Ni    -.  ta! 
Ni    -    la! 


Lean  tboa    on       m^  "    heart 
Be     my    own      fair      bride: 


£ff-«+ 


£ 


ypr?! 


Pronounced  "  WaBMU." 
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GLORY  AND  LOVE  TO  THE  MEN  OF  OLD. 

THE  CELEBRATED  CHORUS  OF  SOLDIERS  IN  "FAUST," 


T«»u>«  martlaff. 

T«soas 


GOUNOD. 


Buns 


—  B 


d= 


Glo      -      -    ry      and  love  to  the  men      of   old, 


tons    may 


i 


i 


x  i  g  SHE- 


PUKO. 


•   x     *»- 


:i_xinix_i_[.^^ 


oo-py  their  vir  -  taes  bold  ;...,  Conr    -     -    age       in        heart  and  a  sword    in  hand, 


Beady  to  fight    or  ready  to  die      for   Fa  •    ther  -  land  1          Who  needs  bidding  to  dare. 


»-g 


^^ 


OLORY  AND  LOVE  TO  THE  MEN  OF  OLD. 


by     a  trumpet    blown?        Who    lacks        pity    to  spare when  the  field  is  won  ?. 


1111      11 


•        _f   *   m- 

'•"ECc, 


frtf^f '  ^ j    ^     ^ 


Who          would  fly  from  a     foe 


boa«t  he    wa»  true,       as    coward  might  do      when        pe    -    -      -    ril       in  past?. 


r»  p>  r» _ix-^  *  ^  j> 

^^^flfe^£f£^^ 


i^^±^=^^  &} 
-£     i     j.  j  -w-^-1— = 


3E  31 


* 


^Tlir* 


«•• 
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OLOB1  ASD  LOVJB  TO  TBK  MEN  OF  OLD. 


=fF& 


g 


I 


Glo    -    -     -    ry         and  love  to  the  men  ol  old  1 . 


Their 


•OM     may 


i 


copy  their  vir-tnes  bold 


Cora    -    -    age        in         heart  and  a  sword  in  hand. 


£HM!        1       if    f  __f  ~£ 

a •"  ~  «  ..  «-•  ^  » I  <•  ^«»i*  .t-o*  ^.4/g- 


g      1-   if-g-t-t-jrf 

p4^i£"C'"<C<^g 


U       U 


IMO/IO.    «re*e. 


j^U-l-1 


u   u 


Beady  to  fight  {or  Fa ther-land. 


Now. 


to  honu  a- 


T 
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OLOBY  Aiifc  LOVE   TO  THE   MEM    OK   UXU>. 


gain. 


we  oome,  the  long  and  fie-ry  strife   of  bat  -  tie       o    -    -    ver, 


m 


«       •   T       «  •*•  •          •*• 


Best is  pleas-ant     af 


ter  toil  as        hard    as  ours  be-neath  a  stranger 


Many a  maid-en    fair. 


i«    waiting 


The  maiden  fair. 


son,  beneath  a  wild  and  stranger  san 

JL 


is    waiting 
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GLORY  AND  LOVE  TO  THE  HEN  OF  OLD. 


here  to  greet  her  truant  aol-dier     lor  •    er And  many  a     heart will  fail  and 


^=£ 


^ 


will     fail and 


grow  pale  to     hear to  hear  the    tale     of  cm  -  el  pe  -  ril     he    has 


brow  grow  pale to    hear. 


to  hear. 


i/     i*»  i     W 

tale      of  era  -  el  pe  -  ril    he 


Q  g  i^   i   — f.  J;rJ  N   I— ^  i 

I  ^~  X      1^    ^^i 


^    f.     f 


dim. 


^ 


And  many    a        heart, 
era 


And    many a        heart,      And  heart    will  fail,      and  many    a 


ILL   "•—  i     '- 

^^r-^3 
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CLORT  AKD  LOVK  TO  THE  MEM  OF  OLD. 


tMtrt  will  fail  and  brow  grow  ptle  to  hear    the  tale    of  pe  •  rU  he    bA     ran 


u    u    u    u 


n£*-n  T  —  t  ^  ji-M  —  tv^v  ,  ,H 

i  J.          j   =f=q 

fo-^sU-                     _^U  4  +  4*4  £== 

£r"                            *7  • 

Glo    -     -    -     -  ry        and           lore  to  the  men  of  old  I  .... 

EMS  f3  *  j-j  —  *-=  —  r  r  F  g  —  *  *'^>  -i  i 

=  -^  iT—  I 
Their,               sons       may 

_f_                              __-_!  1 

1  F  —  I 

f=--               .. 

-Vs  r  i  r  -1 

^**  —  1  —  HH  —  1  —  I  —  T6  —  •)  1  J  5r~i  r"1!  T  *  —  =r 

H^     r  h  ' 

'  S  -4  f  , 

i    ^  B    iriT    TP    *r 

^.  j    r    J    r    11  —  r     i  r  — 

-  j    r    IT 

3         3 


Jj-JJ     " 


J 


copy  their  vir-toe«  bold  ; Conr    -    -     Age  in  heart  and  a  sword  in  hand,.. 


sg-g  r-p-r- 


-rr- 


il 


il 


nt 


^^S^^: 


I 


173 


OLOBT  AMD  LOVE  TO  THE  MEN  OF  OLD. 


.* *  r-r 


I        It 


*F=s=g*^ 


Beady  to  fight  for   Fa    -      •    ther-land, 


or  ready  to   die  for  Fa    -    -  ther- 

-&-m h   fc    f*  m  i  •  m 


.1  J   !  J- 


t 


or  ready  to  fight 


or  ready    to    die, or    ready  to     die 


ZjuijJf-TH^E 


HI. 


J/+ 


SAILING  ACROSS  THE  SEA. 


Word* by  H. U  D  ARCY  JAXONE. 


VOCE 


Piuro. 


VERNON  RET. 

10 


LPffJ    J    -r- 

r—  - 

- 

£|  1 

—        ~f*  —  8rd  d~^  —  ' 

[J>JLj-  —  d—  F— 

paint  •  ed            o    - 
paint  -  ed            o    - 
sum  -  mer            o    - 

£'fy  •<    J^3    *t  ' 

oean  a 
oean  a 
oean  a 

__f  j_ 

paint  -    -  ed  ship      .  Is 
paint  -     -  ed  ship         Is 
white  wing'd  ship         Is 

__^  /.  J*J  ^  

hnng         on     the  home  -  stead 
hid           in     the  dark    •    en'd 
float    -    ing       across          the 

Lj2  i-i-f  —  0£ 

-J 

-* 

— 

3| 

iff  III! 

IT     ^J-^ 

.y+  JJ1 

,^  ;p          :^~~ 

_  

[  JQ  



,       fl-^  *"  

L^  U_L  L_ 

..     —  H 

J-f- 


wall; 
room ; 
foam  ; 


To  the      mo    •    ther's       eyes,      and  the   mo    -    ther's     heart, 
For     a       sha  -    -  dow         stole    from  a     son    •     them 
And  the     cast          a    -        way     that  they  found       at 


^ 


J  J  \ 


ho    -    li  -  ent  thing       of 
ihroud—  ed  the  house       in 
al   -   most  in  sight        of 


all  ..... 
gloom. 
home.  . 


For  a      lad          with    a     tan    -     gle     of 
Bo  they   hid          from  the   mo    -    ther    the 
Then  a  head         with     a    tan    -     gle     of 


i  in 


PAIRING  ACROSS  THE  SEA. 


motto  ert»e. 


3 


-,  ---- 


gol    -    den  hair,  The  light    of  her  eyes     was          he; 

miss    -   ing  ship,  And  hop'd  that  the  best  might         be; 

gol    -    deu  hmr     Is  bowed  on   a    mo  -  ther'a     knee  ; 


In  that  gal  -  lant       vea-sei          a 

Ere  they  told      the      tale  that       all 

And  a   mes  -  sage    from  heav'u   to 


motto  ran. 


yeur  a  -  go.        Went       sail  -  ing    across       the      sea. 

hands        were  lost,      While      sail  -  ing    across       the     sea. 
earth  to-day       Comes     sail  -  ing    across      the      sea. 


rail. 


CaoRua. 

Andante  gramioto. 


Sail  •    -    -  ing,  Sail  •    -        ing,  Sail  -ing     a    cross    the     sea. 

1ST  ft  8HD  BASS. 


^ 


W 


^-F^T? 


-r 

Sail  •  ing,   Sail   -  ing,  Sail  -  ing,   Sail  -   ing,   Sail  -  ing  a  -  cross     tne     sea.      a  •  cross    the 

Um, 

ti-^f 


f  A  ndante  grazloita. 


ACBO88  TILE  8EA_ 


-    ing,  Sail  •  ing     a  -  cross      the      sea 


•ea....     Bail  -  ing,    sail  -  ing,  Bail  -ing       a 


7^5-   J---.  1^..  J^F^T         J.    ^pE£ 
1Xf  Uf    L&  IXf   *         **      *; 


*•          ^'  i3 

' 


i 


BREATHE  SOFT,  YE  WINDS, 


WILLIAM  PAZTOM,  qto. 


I 


Breathe  soft, 


ye       winds,  ye         wa-tersgent   -  ly        flow 


J:  f  ?\J  r^L^g 


Shield    her   ye    trees,    yt     flow'ra       a  -  round     bar     grow; 


Ye        swains,        I 


heg   yon,  pass  in  si  -  lenoe       by 


i 


a -sleep  doth      lie.        My      love. 


in  yon  -  der  vale  a  -  sleep    doth   Uo. 


Sfc 
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THE    TROOPER. 

Translated  from  the  German  by  JOHN  D.  SPENCE  '89. 
flm/passionate . 


W   LYRA. 


1.  Through   gloom  and  night      by 

2.  Soon        shall  the    ten  -  der 


vale      and    hill,      We 
grass    we    ^read  Flush 


ride       so    stern,      we 
like        the    rose        to 


3 


£ 


ride      so    still!      To  death,     to  death    we're      fly    -    ing!       The     morn-  ing  winds,  how 
flam  -  ing  red,     My  blood      the  greensward     dye   -    ing.        One      cup       I      drain  with 


^ 


? 


dim. 


sharp  they  feel!  Hos  -  tess,     a  glass  our      n< 

sword   in    hand:  One  draught  to  dear  old     Mo-    ther-lami     Bns    dy  '    inhere 


ing! 


MM 


dim. 


3. 

A  second...  quick!    To  Freedom  now 
My  love,  my  life,  my  sword  I  vow, 

On  this  strong  arm  relying. 
What  claims  the  rest?  The  dregs  to  thee 
I  drain   O  Empire    grand  and  free, 

Ere  dying,  ere  dying! 


4. 

My  sweetheart! — but  the  glass  is  dry. 
The  swords  are  out...  the  bullets  fly! 

No  time  for  love  or  sighing. 
Up!  Like  a  whirlwind  on  the  foe! 
Oh,  soldier  joy!  at  dawn  to  go 

To  dying,   to  dying! 
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FAREWELL. 


TtMMUtton  by  F.  J .  DAVIDSON, 


•ILCHER, 


— s* ~  •       a    ^  -9-     ^      ~x^^^x  ^ 

1.  When  the    gol  -  den  dawn  of  day  Sends  the    snn    -    -  beams  dart  -  ing, 

8.    When  two  ge  -  nial     souls  are  friends,       Friendship  ne    -    -    ver       pal    -  tens, 


PUBO. 


=3= 


=3? 


I 


Heart      from    heart  must    hence       a- way,     .      Torn  by      pangs of        part  -ing; 

Be  it      joy  .     or     grief     fate  sends,     Friendship   ne     -     -    ver         al    -    tera. 


not  stay  ?          Fate  should  nev 


Why,        oh       why     may     I         not  stay  ?          Fate  should  never  se    -    -  ver 

How     much     keen  -    er       i          the  pain,          When    with  longing      o'er    the  main, 


Heart*      that     love     for         e    - 
True  love   faints  and         fal    - 


ver, 
ters. 


Hearts     that   love      for       e  -   ver. 
True       love  faints   and     fal  -  tera. 


•.  Shall  I  then  my  whole  life  through 

Leave  my  hope*  behind  me  ? 

In  strange  lands  so  far  from  yon 

Joy  can  never  find  me. 
If  I've  ever  grieved  yon,  sweet, 
Pardou,  I  am  at  yoor  feel, 
tior*  and  •oifTow  feind  •*. 


A.  Fancy  it  a  sigh  from  me, 
If  the  breeze  bu1  kiss  yon. 

From  across  the  sundering  sea 
Come  to  tell  I  miss  yon ; 

Hopes  are  past  that  were  to  be 
Still  my  soul  is  yearning — 
Is  there  no  returning  T 


SOLO. 


DIGGY-DADDY,  HEAR  HIM  WEEP. 


^ 


^ 


Air.  by  T.  MARTENS. 


VOICT. 


* 


1.  Ole  mas  -  sa  bought  a  bran  new  coat,  and  hong  it  in  the  halt, 
*  Ola  mat  -  ea  bought  a  bran  new  girl,  he  got  her  in  the  Boat', 
3.  Ohl  Ma  -  ry  had  a  lit  -  tie  corn  op.  on  her  lit  -  tie  toe, 


dar  -  kiee     stole     that   coat      a   -   way,     and  wore       it       to        the    ball. 
hair      it     curled      so      ve    -    ry     tight,     she  could  •  n't    shut      her    mouf  . 
ev    -    'ry  -  where    that    Ma  -    ry     went,     the  corn     was    snre        to      go. 


£ 


fx-c-gip  j  j-j 


1st 


|  2nd 


'way  down  the  Ca  -  ri  -  o,     And    the   old  man  kicky  up  and  zig   gag     jig   jag,    die. 

kicky  np  and  jig  jag,    I  kicky  np  and di*. 


'way  down  the  Ca  -  ri  -  o,O!..  And  the  old  man  kicky  np  and  zig    lag     jig  jag, 

i.  It  lollered  her  to  jail  one  day,  for  Mary  abe  drank  rasa , — 
Mow's  her  chance  to  pare  that  corn  for  tbirty  clays  to  come. 

5.  Old  Abram's  charming  daughter  bold,  sweet  "Mtanie  of  the  Vale," 
•            Along  with  old  Bob  Bidley  playing  teeter  on  a  rail. 

6.  The  old  man 's  got  a  boll-dog  fierce,  hii  daughter  »b«  ie  fine, 
t  His  booia  are  on,  his  bull-dog  loose  at  a  quarter  after  nine. 

•Groaning,    f  Borne  MS3.  read  "He  turn*  the  gag  and  the  bBUdog  oat  at  a  quarter  attar 
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THE    OLD   RED   CRADLE. 

.  Moderate  con  espress. 


J.  L.  GILBKBT. 


Solo. 


1st  &  2nd 
Tenors.  | 


1st  &  2nd 
Basses. 


Mb*  i     Mw'fl 

".•    •  J  •    t-_^ 

— 

\    Jl  ft    J)  •  —  j=  —  j=- 

1.  Take     me  1 

>ack    to     the  days  when  the 

ij        4-  .     i 

—  • 

olc 
— 

i    red  era  -  die  rocked,  In   the 

j          =1 

1  *  r  :   * 

La!  Humming  voio 

tv.tf  4  4  j  1 

f        r  r  = 

is  (with  closed  lips.) 

.1             j    J 

—  « 

f     = 

;      ^       !      .  ,    .  .       !         TT"7 

-'  ff  3  J'  —  *  

'[•      r  r  = 

4 

1 

^ 


sun- shine    of      years  that  have      fled To    the    good  old  trus  -  ty  days  when    the 


^^ 


^ 


P         ^ 


^ 


^ 


^ 


door  was  nev  -  er  locked, And  we   judged  our  neighbor's  truth  by  what      he         said. 


I      re  -  mem-ber      of      my  years         I      had       num-bered    al  -  most  seven,   And    the 


Solo. 


old  red  era-die  stood   a-gainst  the      wall; I    was     youngest    of    the  five,     And 


Chorus. 


Humming  voices. 
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^ 


3i 


H=£ 


two  were  gone    to  heav'n,  But     the     old   red  era  -  die         rocked    us        all. 

J^J- 


Rock- ing-,  rock  -  ing-,    g«n-tly  rock -ing-,    In     tinae  with  the  tick   of    the    clock   on   the     wall 

J    i  J     i  .  |    J  ^^O. 


J        J  |J 

r  r  r  r  r 


r  r 


One  by  one  the    seconds  mark-ing-, 


That  old  red  era-die      rocked    us    all 
Solo  Chorus. 


5 


2.  By  its  side  father  paused,  with  a  little  time  to  spare, 

And  the  care  lines  would  soften  on  his  brow; 
Ah!  twas  but  a  little  while  that  I  knew  a  fatberte  care, 

But  I  fancy  in  my  dreams  I  see  him  now. 
And  if  e'er  there  came  a  day  when  my  cheeks  were  flushed  and  hot, 

When  I  did  not  mind  my  porridge  or  my  play, 
I  would  clamber  up  its  side,  and  the  pain  would  be  forgot, . 

When  the  old  red  cradle  rocked  away. 

8.   Ayl  it  cradled  one  and  all,  brothers,  sisters  in  it  lay, 

And  it  gave  me  the  sweetest  rest  I've  known; 
But  tojiight  the  tears  will  flow,  and  I  let  them  have  their  way, 

Ibr  the  passing1  years  are  leaving-  me  alone. 
By  my  mother  it  was  rocked  when  the  evening1  meal  was  laid, 

And  again  I  seem  to  see  her  as  she  smiled; 
When  the  rest  were  all  in  bed, 'twas  then  she  knelt  and  prayed, 

By  the  old  red  cradle  and  her  child. 

4.  But  the  cradle  long-  has  gone,  and  the  burdens  that  it  bore- 

One  by  one  have  been  gathered  to  the  fold; 
But  the  flock  is  incomplete  for  it  numbers  only  four, 

With  a  dear  one  now  left  straying-  in  the  cold. 
Heaven  grant  again  we  may  in  each  others  arms  .be  locked, 

Where  no  bitter  tears  of  parting  ever  fall, 
God  forbid  that  one  be  lost  that  the  old  red  cradle  rocked, 

for  that  dear  old  cradle  rocked  us  all. 


The  Old  Bed  Cradle. 2 
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THE   TRAIL  OF  MY  LITTLE   CANOE 


Words  by 
ARTHUR  GUITERMAN 


Music    by 
JAS.  EDMUND  JONES, '88. 


r>  * 

N     1 

S—  i  
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•  1  —  > 
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« 

i  m~  —  m  

r         i  H 

-TO-L            mi  —  +J—J  ,  I    4' 

1.  Broad          is     the  track     which   the 
2.   Up         through  the  fields  where  the 
3.  Clean          blue       flag*            in  
4.  Dip             of     the  pad      -        dle,_ 

,    -JM-j  1'                 1              -=r= 

IT  r  J  •    : 

steam   -  er  takes 
cat    -     tie  browse 
state    -    ly   ranks 
g-ur-g-le  and  plash, 

|_  J               .      J.    = 

-   I     I     1    --'-  —  =*=i 

O  -  ver    the      o              pen 
Up  through  the  farms        of 
Stand  where  the    sha    -     dows 
yui  -  et      and    bird    -    note 

|     J        J       J        J          -+-I 

P 

1  r 

^: 
=4^ 

j  —  ^— 

r 

w  .-. 

n 

^^ 

• 

-• 

—  m  

5  " 

)*         _p_|  «_ 

—  F  —  E 

—r   r  I    • 

-f- 

1  —  • 

-*-      3  

,  Qtf    j            j 

I  —  i  TTT^  —  IK   j 

F^    nJn   -         ,=| 

sen. 

—  V  P  —  F  f  

g-1ttfl.ni 

Un       -         der  the  arch      -        ing-  
Ferns                grow     thick             on     the 

hem   -    lock    boughs 

i  r                            ^ 

kVhite               of     the  birch 

—  i-     iij     j 

^-^ 

h^     tJ73  ^      =J= 

h"^  \  r  r  r  c=p 

rr^1  ^  '  i 

f  r  r  =^=t 

-jt*-3  _P  J)  J  i 

'  —  fr  ^  f~r 

i  —  _  —  _  —  •          —  m  — 

$            *  ^b.^* 

Dear        are  the  lakes       to 
Un     -     der  the  laugh  -  in 
Edg    -    ing  the  deep   -  er 
Balm        of  the   heart     is 

«            J""]    J      J     J. 

-  -' 

id               the        spark     -      ling 

f      alry            .  ..                      On 

t          through  the  maze   where   the 
-  a    -    gers         flash         in      the 
&  wh^r**  thp        bold      -        Ast. 

stream  Tan 
h^r**           ....                -  HAT 

~w~-  —  ftp  r  —  s  —  ?  —  •  —  ~r- 

-H  j  -f^-i 

*jt*  ^r,   -i-t 

rj_j  —  P—  #  —  P—  —  j- 

1                        1                     A 

r  T    t  f  r 

1  *  1  §  *  

'-;  j  r  r  j4=p 
LJ»  j  j  j  =p=p 

1  J  '  r  •  J  r  *  '  j  •  r    ^  f  r     • 

•p  —      _h  _n  —        —  p  j-*r      ^  -  —  *  —  3-=-^  — 

sound     is   good                   B 
musk-rats   hide                   D 
vault  -  ed  leaves                 V 
foot  paths  cease,                  ] 

r      *  •  <vL_i>j?—  F- 

right   .        is     the     riv       -        er 
rawn         like    a      sil       -        ve 
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stream 
Clear   to 
drows 
love-li 
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that  winds      to     the    heart    of 
the    but    -  tressed      mount    - 
y     pat    -    tern  the        sun  - 
-  est    road        to     the        shrines 

->.        J          W  &==J= 

the  wood        Is    the    trail 
ain     siiie     floes  the    trail 
light  weaves    On  the    trail 
pf  peace         Is    the    trail 
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noe. 
noe. 


Is    the  trail 

IB    the  trail 

On  the  trail 

Is.  the  trail 


of  my  lit  -  tie 

of  my  lit  -  tie 

of  my  lit  -  tie 

of  my  lit  -  tie 


ca 
ca 
ca 
ca 


noe .- 
noe  .- 
noe  .. 


J>  J 


j 
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The  Trail  Of  My  Little  Canoe. 2 
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MY    HOMES   ON    THE    BOUNDLESS   SEA 

Words  by   KKYNTON  Music  by   CHARLES    PRATT 

.  o. i. L „/**:•** 

Solo 


1st  &  2nd 
Tenor 

(8va  lower) 


let  £  2nd 
Bass 


^ 


Arr.  by   Theo.  Martens. 


r'      r 


1 .  O   -    ver       the          Ml     -   low  -    y  foam 

2.  The        land     has        no         plea  -  sure      for  me, 

3.  From    trou  -  ble       and          care  111  flee, 


Ho 


« 


yeo        ho ! 


J 


i 


r 


My 
I 
I 


yeo  ho!  yeo        ho!  yeo 

ho !  yeo 


T  T     V    r  =f 


p 


bark     speeds   lig-ht        and  free 

dare       no        long-    -    er  stay; 

fear        not       storm     nor  wreck- 


w 


O  -  ver        the 
My  bark  is 

For      they    have       no 


o 

on 

ter 


•  cean 
the 
-   rors 


f==f 


ho!   yeo   ho!     yeo     ho!  yeo   ho!    yeo    ho!      yeo 
hoj  ho! 


ho! 


yeo 


"  r    v  r    -y  '  r   r  r   y 


r 


r 


L     .     .     t     ««•  ^ 

'  1  '   I   l  I  '   ' 


3E3E 


P 


wild  I       roam,  My  home's    on     the    bound  -  less 

roll     -      ing      sea,  And  I  must  haste  a 

now  for     me,      As       I  pace  my      ves     -  sels 

O 


rail. 


sea! 
way! 


deck 


Now 

So 

Hur- 


greet-ing-   the  moon's     first     ray,  I        plung-e  thro  the  path-less 

here's          a  health  to    old       friends,     May   their   hearts         be    ev  -  er 
rah!hur-rah!   for  the      sea,  Proud-ly       then  fll   pace  m; 


blue, 
true; 
deck: 


A 
As 
As 


yeo     ho!         yeo       ho!  yeo  ho!       yeo          ho!          yeo  hoj   yeo     ho!  yeo  ho!  yeo 

ho!  yeo  ho! 


T 

N.  B.  —  The  acftowpaniment  to  be  sung-  Ug-htly  and  softly  throughout 
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roll. 


bum -per   of        silver  -     y  spray, 

night's  dark  sha-  dowa          de     -     scend 
g-rand-ly    she       rides  so          free 


^E± 


I     quaff   to  Our    good  ship's  crew, 

rtl   skim    o'er  the  wa    -  terfe  blue! 

I     laugh  at      all   storm  and  wreck! 
mil. 


J 


I* 


ho!          yeo      ho!  yeo        ho!    yeo    ho!      yeo      ho!          yeo     ho!          yeo     ho! 

a. 


J         -h   J         J>  I  J    J'  J      Ji 


CHORUS    a,  tempo 
|  .f.  1st  Tenor. 


Mf  FT  F 


FT  FT  F 


Yeo         ho!  yeo  ho!  yeo       ho! 
nd  Tenor. 


A        sai--  lor's  life  for        me!      Yeo       ho!    yeo  ho!    yeo 


J  J|J 


r  "y  '  rr 


Yeo          ho!  yeo   ho!   yeo      ho! 
1st  Ba&s. 


A        sai-  lor's  life   for       me!       Yeo        ho!    yeo  ho!     yeo 


m 


2nd  Bass. 


ho !  yeo 


^ 


i^~ 


ho! 


Bound- ing1  o-ver  the       sea! 


Mer-ri  -  ly    sing-    yeo       ho! 

/Divide 
k      k      k       I  k 


As 


J'J 


ho! 


Bound-  ing-  o  -  ver   the      sea!  Mer-ri  -  ly     sing-    yeo      ho!  yeo   ho!   AH 


J'  ^  J  .  J^ 


TTTT 


r 


ho! 


3 


jLfpg if  r 


=^ 


boimd-ing-  o'er  the  sea 


^ 


And    mer-ri,-  ly  sing-  yeo  ho! 
rail. 


A      sail  -  ors  life  for    me  ! 


U  J>|  JiJiJtJ  J'lr  ^rthi-jr^ 


£ 


bound-ing-  o'er  the  sea  yeo  ho!  And  mer-ri-ly  sjng-  yeo  holyeo  ho!  yeo    ho!          yeo  ho! 

s=± 


*     419*     ^-   J.   J'^Ji     JUMj    I    ?z    4    *'j»j 

rf  r  F  rprryrFr  y'r-^ 


r 
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B.  A.  GOULD,  Jr. 

/)     Moderate. 


CANNIBALEE. 


M.A.TAYLOR. 


A  can-ni-bal  lived  on    a       nan-ni-bal   isle,  He  was 

A 


i 


•  v 


J'^J    JlJ>|J 


thin-ner    than  thin  could  be;  His  legs  were  as  lean   as    the     tail    of     a    rat,  And  his 


$ 


^ 


i 


m 


3=^4>-j»^=j=^pi| 


i 


f 

head  rat-tied  around  in  his  num-berfive  hat, And  he  left     no  mark    on  the  ground  where  be  sat. 


f 


f 


m 


p 


Vi/ 


^ 


CHORUS,  wrfccei. 


>Twa»     »      wo-ful  sigbt  to     see.  'Twas     a        wo  -  ftil   sight  to      se«,  'Twas   a 


So    it  was. 
So   he  did. 


So    it  was. 
So    he  did. 
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€/            s—  ' 
wo-  ful 

=^=^= 

sight    to 

|—  H  —  —  — 

^ 

see, 

fbr    he    left    no  mark  on  the  ground  where  he  sat,  for    he 

J  j. 
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^  —  i  T  y  (    -J  f    f> 
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=f 

=f 
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So 
So 

rr  r  'J  '  r  '   13  r    r  <  =i 

it  was. 
he  did. 

^4=    K    1)    1=    h    N  i>   -r->  r     ff    >    i 

4J        •       «Lx- 
left       no 

mark 

1- 

on 

F 

)      ^  '      I     •              m            —,.    m              «__«—.- 

the    ground  where  he  sat,     Ear     he     left        no     mark      on     the 
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wj        i 
ground  where  he  sat, 

Jl     J           1                 P 

Twas 

a        wo  -    ful   sight     to        see. 

(—  —  i  '  as  —  :  :  —  r 

see. 
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»— 

—4 

t  

^^     Mi±' 

Tempo  I. 

2 

So  it  was. 


So  he  did. 


2.  Now  there  came  to  this  island  from  over  the  main 

A  laudable  missionaree, 

His  weight  was  three  hundred  and  forty- three  pounds, 
And  his  paunch  and  jowls  and  his  tonsure  were  round, 
And  he  left  a  mark  where  he  sat  on  the  ground. 

'Twas  a  curious  sight  to  see. 
Fbr  he  left  a  mark  on  the  ground  where  he  sat, 

Just  two  and  a  half  feet  by  three. 

3.  Now  the  moral  of  the  song-  that  I'm  trying-  to  sing- 

You  soon  will  be  able  to  see, 

R>r  the  Christian  proved  docile  and  teachable  quite, 
He  learned  of  the  heathen  the  thing:  that  was  right, 
And  one  Sunday  morning1  before  it  was  light, 

He  ate  up  the  cannibalee. 
And  one  Sunday  morning'  before  it  was  light, 

He  ate  up  the  cannibalee. 


Cannibalee . 
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Allegretto. 


THE  WATERMELON. 


Arr.  by  T.  MARTENS. 


1.  Oh!          see    dat    wa  -  ter  . 

2.  You  may  talk     a-bout  your 
3.When  de    dew-drops  dey  is 


I 


mel -on  A  smil  -  in'  thro1  de  fence?  How  I  wish  dat  wa  -  ter 
ap-plee  Your  peach  -  es  and  your  pears,  And  your  'bim-mons  liang-in' 
fall -ing-  Dat  mel  -  on's  g-wine  to  cool,  And  I  guess  den  it  will 


mel 

on 

taste 


on     it 

de  'sim 

most  aw 


was 
mon 
-  ful 


mine  — 
vine  

(in.-  _ 


Oh  de  white  folks  must  be  fool  -  ish  Dey  need  a  heap  of 
But  Wees  my  heart,  my  hon-eyB,  Dat  truck  it  aint  no 
So  I'se  gwine  to  come  and  fetch  it,  Or  else  I  is  a 


n  M 

—  |  —  j  —  i 

J      j        i 

k 

P  —  1 

wherea 
fool, 

iH~~ 

-«  —  »  — 

Or  dey'd 
Oh!     de 
If       I 

III 

r  r  r  '  * 

neb  -  ber    leab       it 
wa  -   ter     mel,  -   on 
leabs      it       dar       a 
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dar     up  -    on        de 
am      de     fruit      for 
smil  -  in'      on         de 
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vine, 
me! 
vine  . 
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CHORUS  —  Male  Pbices 


m 


& 


fUlU-E-N 


Oh!    de     ham-bone     am    sweet    And  de       ba.con      am     good.,    And   de    'pos -sum    fat     am 


tart 


PW 


PW 


f 


*f 


j  J  t 


ber  -  y,    ber  -   y         fine 


But         gib      n.e,        yes        gib     me,     •     Ohl 


w 


p^ 


fine,  yes,    ber   -    y       fine 


J^fe 


i 


W 


m 


^ 


PFFpif  tfirr'ri1 ipp^i'd^ 


how    I  wish  you  would   Dat      wa-ter  mel-on      smil-in'   on     de       vine. 


DC. 


F-F-Efn1  r'J'FFpr  i^r^Ji^ 


»JF 


^^ 


D.C. 


^ 


vine,  yes,  on     the  vine.^ 


3 


i 


^ 


p 


CHORUS. 


mixed  voices) 


r 


?= 


Oh!       de      ham-bone        am      sweet,      And      de         ba  -  con         am        g^od,     And      de 


^  .  -  -   -^ 

__  —  p  —  —  —  , 
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i  h~  — 
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'pos -sum   fat       am          ber-y,      her  -  y  fine 


But         gib       me,      yes 


* 


^ 


J;  IJJJ. J> 


E 


gib  me,  Oh,    how   I  wash  you  would,   Dat        wa-ter  mel  -on   smil-in'   on      de       vine. 
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ALL'S  WELL. 


\V..rdH  by  JOHN  OXENHAM 


Music  by  JA8  EDMUND  JONES'88 


1.  Is          the  path- way 

2.  Is          the  light  for 


Ans  you  brok-en,  hekrt-sick,w«arry? 
is     the  faint  heart  ev-er  quail-ing? 


. 
Gods  in        His  heaven! 


ev    .    erfail-uig1? 


f* 


« 


God's          in  His   heaven! 


Drear -iest  roads  shall  have  an  end -ing-   Brok  .    en  hearts  are 
God's   strong1  arms  are    all     a-round  you,    In       the  dark  He 


itt 


s 


zr 


i 


jfcfi 


J 


for  Oodb  mend-inir 

All's        w-ell!  All's         well! 

sought  and  found  you 


All's 


J..UJIJ.  /J  Jl^^^i^-f^^ 


fcBr 


2.  Is     the  bur-den     past  your  bear- ing1? 
4.  Is    the   fu  -  ture  black  with  sor-row? 


Hivpe-less,  frier  d-less, 
in     His    heaven! 

Do     you  dread  each 


191 


i  .  .  ,  Wt^:  "p  F  F:  g'|j  *j  j  j 

no     one   car  -  ing?  _  „  Bur  -  dens  shared  are    licht  to     car  -  ry 

^0   God's     in     His    heaven!     „ 

dark    to-mor-row?  Naught  can  come  with  -  out  His  know -ing-, 


Love  shall  come,  though  long-  He  tar  -  ry 
Come  what  may,  'tis          His    be-stow-ing1 


All's  well!  All's  well!    All 


is       well! 


iJLt 


J 


r  r  v  f 


HES  A   GOOD  OLD  SOUL. 

Arr.from  air  of  "Turkey  in  the  Straw." 


^E 


p  r 


Old          T,  -    Y,   -    J,   -  is      a      good    old   soul,     Old  T,  -     -  Y,-  J,  -  is    a 

He  wouldn't  let  us  dance,  And  he  wouldn't  let  us  sing,  And  he  would'nt  let  us  do     a 


•JN  —  * 

=f= 

=*=:= 

E^=l 

-(- 

1  1 

—  i  

—  1  — 

1 

-»  ^ 

HSN= 

good- 
sin    - 

• 

old 

gle 

m 

sou], 
thing, 

"  S 

Old             T, 
But          just 

—  ^  *-=^ 
Y,          J,         is 
the      same-    he's 

=£= 

a 

a 

^ 
good 

4- 

=±=- 

soul. 

-?-^=J 
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Yes, 


Yes,       he          is! 


(Piano  at  close.) 


THE   TIME  HAS  COME. 


Verses  may- be  improvised  for  the  tune  of  The  Boots,"  Page  37.  Robert  Tyson  of  Toronto, 
the  veteran  canoeist  and  sport,  contributes  the  following:- 


\. 
The   meeting-  time   has  come, 

The  men  sit   round  the   table 
The  Chairman  takes   his  seat, 

Keeps  order   if  he's  able. 
Hurrah,  hurrah,  the   meeting1  time  has  come, 
Order,  order,  tra    la  la  la  etc. 
Tha    meeting-  time   has  come. 
I  hear  the  knock,  the  knock,  the  knock, 
The  thunderous   knock  of  "the   chair," 
Fra  Diavolo,  the  Chairman  etc. 
'•Order  if  you  please." 


The   smoking-  timg  has  come, 

Its  peaceful  moments  bringing1, 
We'll   light  the  briar  pipe, 

.  And  listen  to  the  singing-, 

Hurrah,  hurrah,  the  smoking  time  has  come. 
Smoking-,  smoking,  tra  la  la  la  etc. 
The  smoking  time  has  come. 
I  smell  the  pipe,  the  pipe, 

The 'pipe,  the  p-p-p-p.-p-p-pipe 
Fra  Diavolo  the  briar  pipe, 
Canoemen  all  do  smoke. 


3. 
The  sailing-  time  has  come, 

A  pleasant .  wind'  is  blowing1, 
With  canvas  hoisted-full, 

Like  stately  ships  we're  going- 
Hurrah,  hurrah,  the  sailing1  time  has  come, 
Sailing-,  sailing-,  tra  la  la  la  etc. 
The  sailing-  time   has  o*me. 
I  feel  the   breeze,  the  breeze,  the   breeze, 
The  squally  old  northerly  breeze, 
Fra  Diavolo,  the  squally  breeze, 
Coming-  from  the  north. 


The  paddling  time  has  come, 

The  peaceful   Bay  is  shining 
While  robed  in  gorgeous  clouds, 
The  Western  sun's  declining-, 
Hurrah,  hurrah, the  paddling  time  has  come. 
Paddling,  paddling-,  tra  la  la  la  etc. 
The  paddling  time   has  come. 
I   hear  the  puff ,  the  puff, 

The  p-p-p-p-puff 
Fra  Diavolo  the  ferry  boat, 
Puffing  down  the  Bay. 
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I   CANNOT  HELP  WINKING  MY  EYE. 

Words  4  Music  by  G.  W  E.  FIELD. 


l.Now  wink  -  ing-  with   me     is      a      prac-tlce 

2.  Now  when     I      am   told    by      a         la  -  dy 

3.  My     teach  -  e#    at  school  was   a         la  -  dy 


That      al-must      a-mounts  to     a 
That    men   are     the  bane    of    her 
As     fair    as      the   flow-ers  you 


wm 


* 


T-Y- 


-y-T- 


1    7      T 


V Y 


vice,  And  to  cure   me     of  this  wick-ed-      ha-bit  My   moth -er  tried  ev-'ry      de  . 

life,  And      that    she  pre-fers     an  -  y     bond-age         To     that    of    be-com-ing1       a 

see,  In          talk -ing1    to    my    eld-er     broth-er  She    said    no  man's  wife  she  would 


ir 


^ 
^^    E^ 


7      J'    7 


rlr- 


|T 


i  I  r  i 

vice;    But  still    I  have  kept  on      a-wink-ing- ,       I'll  wink, I'm    a-fraid,till   I        die. 
wife     Of  course  I'll  a-gree  with  her  state-ments,  And  make  some  be-com-ing-  re  -  ply; 
be;  Yet  wfcen-eter  I  was  good  at    my     les-sons      She'd  lov-ing--ly  pet   me  and    sigh; 


They 
But  L 

Then 


Usll    me    it's    aw-ful  -  ly       vul-g-ar,  But   I       can- not  help  wink-ing- niy  eye. 

think   if    she  look'd,  at  me    close -ly,  She'd  catch  me     a-wink-ing-  my    eye. 

give  me     a     do  -zeu  sweet  kiss-es,  And  I  could-n't   help  wink-ing-  my    eye. 


198 
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CHORUS 

Yes,     I        know  that      it's    quite       u 


TENOR  i.irard7 

TENOR  II 


BASS    I . 
BASS    II. 


2 


* 


un     -      he 

J=l 


he  -    com  -  ing, 


And     to 


r 


Yes,    I        know  it's   quite       un     •      be  -..  com  -   ing, 


And    to 


^ 


cure    the    sad   vice    I     shall      try; 


f 


But    at      pre-sent    I    hope  you'll  ex  - 


cure    the   sad     vice          I'll        try,  Yes   I'll  cure    it;     But   at      pre      -     sent      you'll       ex  - 


cuse     me. 


For 


can  -  not    help  wink  -  iner     m 


f 

can't 


I 


eye. 


i>.  a 


r 


help   wink- ing-      my 


J! 


W^t 


fr   r     i     p  p  T:  t 


eve,  with    my     eye. 


4.  Now  Betsy  the  cook  in  our  kitchen 
Is. as  buxom  and  fair  as  a  rose; 
She  says  tiiat  all  men  are  a  nuisance 
And  that  she  could  bite  off  their  nose. 


Yet  one  day  when  I  dropped  in  the  kitchen 
She  was  kissing  a  chap,  on  the  sly; 

She  might  have  been  biting-  Jils  nose  off; 
Yet  I  couldn't  help  winking-  my  eye. 
Yes,  I  know,  etc. 


WHEN  JOHNNY   COMES  MARCHING   HOME 

By  Louis  Lambert. 

Same  tune  as  "The  Three  Crows,"  (Page  81) 


1.  When    Johnny    conies    marching 

home  again, 
(Chov)  Hurrah,  hurrah! 

We'll  give  him  a  hearty  welcome 
then, 

(Cho.)  Hurrah,  hurrah! 

The  men  will  cheer,  the  boys  will 

shout, 

The  ladies,  they  will  all  turn  out, 
(Cho.)  And  we'll  all  feel  gay, 

When    Johnny    comes    marching 
home. 

(Twice) 


2.  The  old  church  bell  will  peal  with 

joy, 

To  welcome  home  our  darling  boy ; 
The  village  lads  and  lassies  say 
With  roses  they  will  strew  the  way. 

3.  Get  ready  for  the  jubilee ; 

We'll  give  the  hero  three  times 

three. 

The  laurel  wreath  is, ready  now 
To  place  upon  his  loyal  brow. 

4.  Let  love  and  friendship  on  that  day 
Their  choicest  treasures  then  dis- 
play, 

And  let  each  one  perform  his  part, 
To  fill  with  joy  the  warrior's  heart 


FAST  AND    FAR: 

Wur.ls    by  JOHN    |).  SI'KNCE.  '89 

Moderate    In  paddUng  time. 


A  CANOKIW   SONG 

by  JAR.  EDMUND   JO" 


pad  -  dies     are       ply 
lig-ht-ly         up  -  spring 
reach-es         re    -    veal 


ing-, 
ing", 
ing", 


Swift 
Back  , 
Till 


by     the     green     hills 
from  the      deep     woods 
-  lijrht    is  done 


light 


where 
now 

and 


the 
our 
the 


t 


tt 


r 


shad-ows    are       ly 
laugh-ter     is       ring- 
nig-hthawks  are  wheel 


ing; 


Hark! 
Hark! 

Till 


how  with  hoarse  cla    - 

how  the   soft      ech     - 

in     the   soft      moon 


9 


mour        the    wild         lake     fowl       are     fly 
o  from  hill  to       hill          is      wing- 

Ug-ht      our   thoughts     g-o     home- ward   steal 


O  -  ver  the  g-lint  sad  the 
O  -  ver  the  g-lint  and  the 
O  -  ver  the  g-lint  and  the 


T 


f 


TT 


P 
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CHORUS 
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Fast  and       far  —  fast        and     far  —  Swift    the    deep    stroke  of       the 


Pi 


*t 
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pad  -  die       is        send  -    ing-     us     Fast  and       far  — 


t          and      far  — 


m 


r 


r 


m 


w 


»r  r 


O  -    ver      the        g-lint      and    the        gfleam       and       far 


s^ 


i 


r  r 


t 


f 


HES  A  DAIS*. 


j 


^p 


He's  a        dai   -     sy,        Hes    a     dai  -    sy,      He's     a      dai  -  sy      just  now. 

See        him     smil  -    ing1,      See  him  emil  -ing1,     See  him  smil-ing-     just  now. 


Just         now         he's        a  dai    -      By,          He's      a       dai   -     sy       just  now. 

Just         now          see         him          smil    -     ing1,         See    him    smil  .     ing-     just  now. 


19B 


Baritone  Solo. 


OVER  THE  .BAMSTER. 

YALE  SONG. 


1.  O-ver    the    ban  -  is  -  ter    leans    a       face, 

2.  Ho-bod  -  y,      on  -  ly    those  eyes     of    brown, 

3.  Holds     her    fin-gers    and  draws  her  down, 


^ 


Ten-der  -  ly  sweet   and     be  -  guil 
Ten-der  and    full  of     mean 

Sud-den-ly       grow     -       Ingf    bold 


epp 


Male  Voices 


J  j 


Accomp.  ad 

)    J   J 


lib.  la,  la, 


etc. 


£ 


f 


^^ 


SJFF 
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f^                   While  be  -  low  her  with   ten  -  der    grace,  He       watch  -  es  the  pic    '-     ture 

ing,                  Gaze  on  the     love  -  li  -  est      face      in    town,                       O  -  ver  the  ban  -  is  -  ter 

er,  Till  her      love   -  ly     hair  lets    its      mass  -  es  down  Like  a        man    -  tie  o  -  ver  his 


P 


^ 


£ 


J  J 


J: 


J  : 


F 


r 


n 


#  ^ 


smil   -  ing-.  The    light  burns  .dim  in  the  hall    be    low,                  No-bod- y    sees     them  stand - 

lean   -  ing,        Tim-id. and    tired,  with  down-cast  eyes,                 I  won-der  why     she  liu   - 

shoul  derjA      ques  -  tion  asked,  a    swift    oa-  ress.She  has  fled  like  abinlfromthe  hall  - 

O' 


LJJ 


'      •*•  * 

,        Say  -  ing- good-njrfit  a-gain  soft     and  low,  N  Half-way      up     «o    the  land -ing- 

'n  '  the  good-nigbte  are  said.        Some-bod -y         holds       her  fin  -  g«rs! 

way,u         i -ver    the     ban  -  is.  ter  comes    a    "yes/'That  bright-ens  the  world  for  him  al  -  way. 


The  upper  staff  of  accompaniment  to  be  played  and  sung-  an  octave  lower. 
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'WAY   UP  ON   THE   MOUNTAIN -TOP- TIP- TOP. 


«•/• 

SOLO 


Voics. 


FttNO. 


1.  Hark!    I  hear    a  voice,  'way  upon  the  mountain-top-tip-top,   Descend-ing  clown  below.       D« 


w 


1st 


2nd 


CHORUS 

SOLO 


sceuding  down  below,  -scending  down  below.  Lut  UB       all unite    in  love, 

CHORUS 


Trusting 


1st 


2nd 


Let   us  all 


unite     in  love. 


1st 


2nd 


rp^jpr-g—  ~       - — fc^F-  -I 


the  powers  a       bove, Let        ns      -  bove, 


1st  2nd 

J fe     N        fe     I :"  fe     f»        S I 


Trust  *  ing    in 


the  powers  above. 


the  powers  a-bove. 


*.*-? 


ctceel. 


ritard. 


I 


Merrily  now  we  roll,  roll,  roll,   roll,  roll,   roll,  Merrily  now  we  roll,  roll,  o  -  ver  the  deep  bine  sea. 


tp£EeJE£E£E£ 


1 


Little  Jacky  Homer, 
A-sitting  in  a  comer, 

Eating  a  Christmas  pie ; 
He  stuck  in  his  thumb, 
And  palled  out  a  plnm, 

And  said,  '•  What  a  big  boy  am  1 1" 
Ghana.— Let  us  all.  etc. 


3.   Old  Mother  Hnubard, 
She  went  to  the  cupboard, 

To  get  her  poor  dog  a  bona ; 
Bat  when  she  got  there, 
The  cupboard  waa  bare, 
And  BO  the  poor  doggy  bad 
Chorus. — Let  n*  all,  etc. 
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TRABBLING    DOWN  DE   RIBBER. 

\V,.r,ls  by  WILLIAM  PEDLAR  &  JERRY  BR1TTON.          Air  arr.  troai"ffaul  the  wood-pile  down. 
Solo  Chorus    ,  .       .  Solo 


1    De  gun     am    shin  -  ing    nine-  ty- nine;      Trab- bling  down       de       rib  -  ber,-       We'se 

2!   De  sun     am   sink  -  ing,    sink -ing    low;       Trab-bling    slow   -    ly      home -ward; 

3.   De  smoke  am  ri»    -  in'       in      de     air;        Keep   your    eye    on  de      fish  -  line;  I 


Chorus 


Solo 


gwine      to       stop     right   here    and     dine; 
tink       we       will        no        farth-er        go; 
guess      we       ain't       no         time    to      spare; 


Trab-bling   down      de      rib    -    her;         Dar 

Trab  -  bling    slow  -    ly     home  -  ward; 

Keep    your     eye    onde     fish  -   line;          De 


rSi     1       j  r—  [- 
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=  =t 

->  
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aint         no       use        to 
Hark         I       hear        de 
moon       am     ris    -    ing 

arg  -  u   -    fy;             Trab-  bling  down     de       rib  -    ber;         Dese 
ra  -  pids    roar;           Trab  -  bling    slow  -  ly     home  -  ward;       We'll 
on     de      hill;            Keep    your     eye    onde    fish  -   line;        Just 

Chorus               i           , 

•  1  1  :  i  \  "1  —  i  

(fy    •  -     •    —  J—  -    J 

-^ 

^= 

T»      • 

X 

nigs      has        got        to         eat      or       die, 

pitch       de       tents     and      work   no     more, 

sit          a  -    round   and      take  your   fill; 


CHORUS: 


Trab-  bling   down     de 

Trab  -  bling    slow  -  ly        home  -  ward. 

Keep    your     eye     onde     fish-    line. 


+ftf-^ 


* 


3 


Good-bye,     Good-bye,      Fare-well  to  the  old  camp  ground!  When  the  morn-ing  mists  have 

%  For  Cho.  to  last  verse. 


till K> 

J  j  JiJ.  j^j  J  i.i  M 


cleared  a-'way  We'll  haul    the  can-vas     down. 


Haul  the  canvas,  Haul  the  canvas  down. 


4. 
De  coffee's  bilin  in  de  pot; 

Make  dat  coffee  blacker! 
De  taters  steaming  mighty  hot; 

Make  dat  coffee  blacker! 
De  fish  am  frying  in  de  pan*, 

Make  dat.  coffee  blacker! 
Oh!  aint  it  time  dis  meal  began; 

Make  dat  coffee  blacker! 


Fill  up  your  dish  with  onions  fried; 

Peel  dem  taters  thinner! 
Stow  dem  away  in  your  inside; 

Peel  dem  taters  thinner! 
Oh!  take  a  speckled  trout  or  two; 

Peel  dem  taters  thinner  t 
Dar'll  be  none  left  when  we  get  through,- 

Peel  dem  taters  thinner  1 

6. 
De  owls  done  singing  on  de  twig; 

Haul  dat  packstrap  tighter! 
De  tadpoles  gettin'  mighty  big; 

Haul  dat  packstrap  tighter! 
De  boat  am  waitin'    on  de  shore; 

Haul  dat  packstrap  tighter! 
You'll  nebber  see  dese  nigs  no  more; 

Haul  dat  packstrap  tighter! 


WERE    OUT    ON  A  TEAR. 
Camping   Song. 


Words  by  JERRY  BRITTON. 
&  ROBERT  TYSON. 


Were  out      on    a  tear    to    get   fresh    air;    And   keep    our     liv  -  ers      healthy;         We 
We    range       the  woods  in  search  of   .game,  But       lit  -   tie      do      we         find*  The 

Now    you         who  dress   in   fine     ar  -  ray,     And  board   at      big      ho   -     tels,  Who 


^ 


m 


rise     ere    break-  fast        ev  -  'ry     morn,     To      make     us     wise      and    wealth-y;  We 

wil    -    y        deer      pricks    up       his       ear,     And    leaves     us      far        be  -    hind.  And 

dine      off       chi    -    na        ev  .  'ry       day,     And      pose       as     howl  -  ing       swells;  Who 


i 


wear  old     clothes      and  know     no  woes      Of     irk  -  some     civ  -  il  -  i    -  za   -  tion;  We 

when   we       meet  a       hab    -  i   -  tant,     He    asks      us        "who's  -your    hat  -  ter";  We 

ne  -  ver       have          an      ap  -  pe-  tite     That's  not     pro   .    duced    by      bit  -  ters;          Just 


^-*m     0 


car  -ry     a  grease  spot  on      our  pants  As   a    mark  of      e-man  -  ci  -  pa  -tion. 

wash     our  dish  -    es  in        the  sand;   We're   tough,  but      that's  no    mat  -  ter! 

gaze       on        us        and  gnash  your  teeth,   You       mis  er  -       a     -  ble    crit  -  ters! 

CHORUS: 


m 


^ 


^PL 


Then  shake,    old     pard,   our    palms  are    hard,.  Our    hands  and        fac  -  es    brown;          We 
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don't    look      gay        in    our  camp     ar  -    ray,      But  we're  dudes    -when    we're      in     town 


We  are  indebted  to  Mr.  Jerry  Britton  and  Mr.  Robert  Tyson  for  the 
characteristic  and  breezy  camp  songs  "We're  Out  On  a  Tear"  and  "Trab- 
bling  Down  de  Ribber."  Mr.  Britton  sent  the  songs  on  request  with  the 
following  delightful  letter: — 

"I  am  delighted  to  hear  this  echo  from  my  old  friend  Robert  Tyson,  from 
"whom  I  have  not  heard  for  many  moons.  It  pleases  me  to  know  he  can.  stiM 
"find  time  amd  pleasure  for  and  to  the  old  camp  doggerel.  It  takes  me  back  to 
"many  a  camp  aod  portage — goes  with  roe  through  many  a  rapdd.  The  sun  sots 
"to  it  and  the  flicker  of  the  dying  camp-fire  and  the  cry  of  the  loon  interrupt  its 
"rhythm  when  I  wake  im  the  night. 

"Not  having  a  very  seductive  voice  myself,  I  never  venture  to  soar  on  the 
"wings  of  my  own  noise,  but  I'm  glad  someone  can  take  some  pleasure  out  of  the 
"sublime  sentiments  of  our  old  oamp  songs.  Now  I  feel  that  Tyson  has  given 
"me  credit  beyond  my  due,  for  tliat  "Trabbling"  song  was  a  joint  production  of  an 
"old  friend  and  myself,  "Billy"  Pedlar — an  old  Lindsay  boy,  now  in  Vancouver, 
"B.C. — a  prince  of  humorists — and  whatever  fame  that  song  brings  «lhould  go 
"mainly  to  him.  Since  the  "Shake,  Old  Pard"  was  hatched  it  has  undergone  some 
"changes  which  improve  it — lift  its  moral  tone,  so  to  speak — so  that  Tyson  may 
"claim  the  undying  glory  of  having  collabo.rated  with  the  distinguished  author. 

"I  notice  to  the  chorus  of  "Shake,  Old  Pard"  provision  is  made  for  only  one 
"face"  ("Our  face  and  hands  are  brown").  It  seems  to  me  that  everybody's  phiz 
"ought  to  be  included  lest  there  be  'Objections — at  meafl  times. 

"I  hope  that  sometime  we  may  foregather — preferably  around  a  camp-fire — 
"while  the  coffee  'gets  hotter  and  blacker. 

"Very  sincerely  youra, 

"JERRY    BRITTON." 
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AMO,  AMAS,  I  LOVE  A  LASS. 


DR.  ARNOLD. 


Void 


Puso 


1.  A   -    mo,         A   -  mas,        I  love         » 

2  Oh,      how     bel  -   -  la          my         pu 


lass,         As    a         ce    .    dar 
-    el   -    -    la,  I'll      kiss         se  .  en 


tall        and   "         Blend 
la  se  -  oa    -    lo 


-    er. 

ruin 


Sweet    cow  -  slip's  grace        is  her 
If        I've .    look,       sir, 


nom-in  -  ative 
she's       my 


£afc 


case,         And  she's  of     the         fe    -   mi  -  nine 

ox    -    -    or,     O          di    -    -     ee  be-ne-  die 


gen 
to 


der. 

rum  \ 


CHORUS. 
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Bo  -  mm,      Co  -  rmn,    eunt    di  -    -  vo  -  ram,      Ha  -  ram,     sea  -  ram,       di    - 


tl 


Tag     rag,  merry  derry,        per  -  i-wig    and    hat    •    band  Hio         hoe        .ho  -  rota  g*  •  ai 


hi      M  1_N  -,      N  .f     \      | 
J        J        I    J         «T          |   J 
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MlO,  AMAS.  I  LOVE  A  LASS. 


THE  LONE  FISH-BALL 

A  Harvard  Song-  in  1855. 


1.  There  was  a    man    went     up  and   down       To  seek    a       din  -    ner  thro'   the      town. 


r^TF 


)    *        CHORUS 


M 
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There  was    a         man    went      up  and    down       To  seek     a        din -ner    thro>    the  town 


2.  What  wretch  is  he  who  wife  forsakee 
Who  best  of  jam  and  waffles  makes. 

3.  He  feels  hie  cash  to  know  his  pence 
And  finds  he  has  but  juat  six  cents. 

4.  He  finds  at  last  a  right  cheap  place, 
And  enters  in  with  modest  face. 

5.  The  bill-of-fare  he  searches  through. 
To  see  what  his  six  cents  will  do. 

6.  The  cheapest  viand  of  them  all 

Is  "Twelve  and  a  half  cents  for  two  Fish- 
ball." 
1.  The  waiter  he  to  him  doth  call, 

And  gently  whispers,  "One  Fish-ball." 


8.  The  waiter  roars  It  through  the  hall: 
The  guests  they  start  at  "One  Fish-ball." 

9.  The  gueet  then  says,  quite  111  at  ease, 
"A  piece  of  bread,  sir,  if  you  please." 

10.  The  waiter  roars  it  through  the  bail, 
"We  don't  give  bread  with  one   Fish-ball." 

MORAL 

11.  Who  would  have  bread  with  hte  Fish-ball 
Must  get  it  first  or  not  at  all. 

12.  Who  would  Fish-balls  with  flxln's  eat. 
Must  get  some  frland  to  stand  the  treat 

(Each  stanza  la  repeated  as  a  chorus)'. 
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SPEED  AWAY! 


Aniou^  the  •npentitiont  of  the  Benecai  Is  one  which  for  its  singular  beauty  1*  somewhat  well  known.  When  a  maiden 
dies,  they  imprison  a  young  bird  until  It  fint  begin*  to  try  iu  powers  of  song,  and  then,  loading  it  with  kisses  and  careoeei, 
they  loooe  its  Douds  over  her  grave,  in  the  belief  that  it  will  not  fold  it*  wings  nor  close.  Its  eyes,  until  it  has  flown  to  the 
•nirit  laud,  and  delivered  its  precious  burden  of  affection  to  the  loved  and  lost.  "  It  la  not  unfrequent,"  says  the  Indian 
hwtoriiui.  "  to  see  twenty  or  thirty  birds  set  loose  at  once  over  one  grave." 

I.  B.  WOODBURY. 


_    L 


i 


1.  Speed  a  -   way  I 

2.  Wilt  thoii    tell 


fg=mj_ £,% 


speed     a  -  way  !          on  thine 
her,  bright  song    -    ster,  the 


er  -   rand 
old    chiei 


of  . 
is 


light  1       There's  a 
lone?         That    he 


^ 


young  heart      a 
nits      all       the 

" 


wait  -  ing 
day      by 


tl.y 
his 


com  -  ing       to  -  night;        She    will 
cliwrlefis     -hearth-stone?      That  his 


t 


fon  -  die     tbee 
torn  -  a    -   hawk 


m 


^ 
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close,     she     will        ask       for      the     loved       Who     pine       up    -  on     earth     since  <   the 
lies       all        an     -     not    -    ed        the    while,    And  his  thin       lips  wreathe     e  -     -  ver        in 


'Day   Star"    has    roved.      She    will      ask        if         we    miss  her,          so       long        is         her 
one    son    -    less  smile  ?     That  the      old      chief  •  tian  mourns  h  r,     and      why      will        she 

h 


m 


-* — m 


^ 


»£. 


dim. 


S        DAL  Sec 


•toy. 

May? 


Speed       a  -   way  t         Speed        a  -  way ! 
S|«ed       a  -  way  I         Speed        a  •  way  ! 


Speed 
Speed 


a    -    way  ! 
a   -    way  ! 


I.  And  oh  !  wilt  tbon  tell  her,  blest  bird  on  the  wing, 
THit  her  mother  bath  ever  a  sad  song  to  sing? 
1  oat  she  Btandeth  alone  in  the  still  quiet  night. 
And  her  fond  heart  goes  forth  for  the  being  of  night 
Who  had  slept  in  her  bosom,  bat  who  would  not  »Uy  T 
Bpsed  away  f  speed  away  I  speed  away  1 


|4.*Go,  bird  of  the  silver  wing!  fetterless  now ; 

Stoop  not  thy  bright  pinions  On  yon  mountain's  brow , 
Bat  hie  thee  awuy  o'er  rook,  liver  and  glen, 
And  find  oar  young  "  Day  Star  "  ere  nighielose  again. 
Tip !  onward !  let  nothing  thy  mission  delay. 
Speed  away  1  spcV  nwv 1  "-need  away  t 
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OLD   FOLKS   AT  HOME. 


i 


3 


S.C.  POSTER. 


1.  Way  down    up  -  on     de       Swa.-  nee  Bib  -  bar,        Far,  far  a  •    way, 

2.  All    round    de     lit  -  tie     farm        I  wan-dared  When  I  was  young, 

3.  One      lit  -  tie     hat     a    -  rnnog      de  bash  -  es,        One  dat  I  lov  , 
IST  BASS 


m 


^* 


& 


Us 


Dere's  where  ray  heart  is  tarn  -  ing  eb  -  her.  Dere's  where  de  old  folks  stay. 
Den  ma  -  ny  hap  -  py  day  I  sqnan-dered,  Ma  -  ny  de  songs  I  sang, 
Still  sad  -  ly  to  my  mem  -  'ry  rush  -  es.  No  mat  -  t«r  where  I  rove, 


P 


M 


.--• 


i 


All  up      and      down    de    whole       ore    -    a    -  t'on,      Sad    -    ly  I        roam. 

When         I        was     play  •  ing     wid          my        brnd-der,      Hap    -    py        was         I, 
When     shall        I         see      de      bees          a    -     bnm-ming      Ail      round        de        oombT 


itt 


i 


fell 


£ 


FINE. 


$ 


Still      long  -  ing    for    de      old    plant    -  a  -  tion,      And     for     de    old    folks     at    home. 
Oh !     take    me     to    my    kind     old     mod  -  der.    Dere     let     me    lib          and  die. 

When   shall      I    hear   de      ban    -  jo     thrum-ming.  Down    in      my  good         old        home? 


* 


FINE 


re/.    O         dar  •  keys,  how  my    heart  grows  wear  -  y,         Far    from    the   old    folks     at,     home. 


D»L  STCNO  »t  Fmr. 


/.   AH          de    world     am        sad        and    drear  -    y,        Eb    -    ry        where      I 


roam, 
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1KB    LORELEY. 


WBIMB, 


8ILCHBB. 


1.  Oh  !        tell  me        what          it      mean     •    eth,      This    gloom      and         tear    -    fill 


Sz5 


=£f 


£=± 


eye?....  'Tis    raem    .    o-ry      that        re    -    tain    -  eth    The     tale  of         years 


J^lf'rpfij-jjj^ 


The         fad    -    ing  light  grows  dim    -   mer.     The    Rhine    doth      calm 


' 


,     j.. 

\  F- 


The     lof  -    -  ty       hill    •    tops     glim  -  mer    Bed  with  the     son  -  set  glow 


b=i 


4.   Above  the  maiden  sitteth, 

A  wondrous  form  and  fair ; 
With  jewels  bright  she  plaiteth 

Her  shining  golden  hair  : 
With  comb  of  gold  prepares  it, 

The  task  with  Bong  beguiled  ; 
A  fitful  harden  bears  it — 

That  melody  BO  wild. 


8.   The  boatman  on  the  river. 

Lists  to  the  song,  spell  bound; 
Oh  I  what  shall  him  deliver 

From  danger  threat'ning  'round? 
The  waters  deep  have  oanght  them, 

Both  boat  and  boatman  brave  ; 
The  Loreley 's  song  hath  brought  them 

Btnaath  the  foaming  w»v«. 
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Words  by  H.  G.  WHEELER 


THE  COLOBED  FOUR  HUNDRED. 

J.  W.  WHEELER. 
Arr.  by  THEO.  MARTENS, 


1  We're  beau-  i  -  deals  of  swell-dom  in    so-  ci-e-tjVup-per     ten1,'  Vfere  i-  dol-ized  by 
2.  We're  swains  of  swell  so-ci   -    e  -ty,    all    im  -    i-tate  our    ways,    And  a- ny   fad  we 


buds  and  beUes,and   en-  vied    by       the    men;         When  at      a     swell   re  -  oep-tion  or      a 
may     a  -  dopt     at  once  be  -    comes  a     craze;          We  ride  and  drive,  we  dance  and  pose  to 


most  ex  -  clu    -    sive     ball,, 
catch  the    fe     -    male     eye,. 


WeVethe  cen-tre    of    at  -  trac-tion  and  the    lead-ers  of  them. 
.And  as*  ma-tri-moJiial  pri-zes,  don't  we     set  our  val-ue 


high! 


We       pro 
At        ma 


me  -   nade — 
ti     -  nees  — 


the    A  -   ve-nue     and    Bou-   le-varde,And 
we  show  our- selves    on      Sa  -   turdays,   And 


aon 


all  _  the       while_   we       tip  our  hats,  and  bow      and   smile;  We       re 

down_       the       aisle_   we      sing    a- long    in     gal   -  lant  style;  We're    "in. 


pre 

the 


J: 


Ji 


^^J  *fr  i  r 


sent  _ 
swim"  _ 


the     el       -      e     .  -      ment they  call       four  hun  -  drfed         swells. 

and  out  to  win; weVe  col  -    ored  tho  -  rough  -    breds. 


3H 


J 


f 


L-         ff 


*    '  -    ' 


CHORUS. 

J    /i  1st  Tenor. 


We  are    the       cream,. 

r  2nd  Tenor. 


the  de  la     creme. — 


Of  the  colored  pop-u- 


s 


We  are  the  cream,  the  cream,      the 

1st  &  2nd  Basaes. 


la.creme>  la    create,        WeVe  the  cream, 


§^^ 


J    J 


:    M 

" 


rrr 

We  are  the  cream,  tho   cream,     the         de     la  creme,  (a     creme,         We're  the  cream, 


i 
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-  la  -  tion,  and  we      are   a   dan   -   dy    teauij'As      for       swells 


aad  dar-key 


3= 


de      la  cremer  a       dan          dy  team; 


knd  swells,and  as      for        swells,      And 


*  f   (ff\  ^    yJ. 

-p-| y       ..      -ip 


t 


si 


IX=3F 


la 


r    r     r 

dan     -      dy  team; 


md 


r  T 

swells,and  as      for      swelle,       And 


J  Pj  t 


^ 


P^3 


i 


iu 


t 


bells, 


None    can  beat   the  njem-bers    of  the  col-oral  four  nun       -         dred 


bells  and  dar-key  bells,      And         none  can  beat  the      col-ored  tour         nun 


dred. 


bells  and  dar-key    U-.Ils,      And         none   can  beat  the     col-ored  four,      col-ored  four  hun-dred . 
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i 


£ 


THKEE    BLIND   MICE.  (Bound) 


& 


Three  blind 


Three  blind 


See  how  they     run, 


See  how        they 


3. 


^ 


They    all        ran    af-  ter       the    farm-erfe  wife, Who  cut   off  their  tails  with  a 


mice, 


Three  blind 


mice, 


-9* 


-9* 


run, 


See  how  they       run. 


^m 


1  V   g    fl 


carv-   ing1  knife;  Did    you     ev  -  er    hear  such        a       thing   in    your    life? 


Andantino. 

^ 


TO  MINONA. 


LOUIS   SPOHR. 


llst,2d&3d.  time 
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The  British  Grenadiers 


]«th  Century 
Arranged  by  HANS  DRESSEL. 


wn  jpt-r  lift. 

*  o       i    fc        ifc    N  i.    i     f* — i 

Some     talk     ui     AJ  -  ex    -    an-der,     A 


And      some  of     Her  eu  - 


les, 


f         H«c-tor   and  Ly  -    san  -  der,  And       such  great  names  as 


P£¥ 


these; 


Bilt  of        all  the  world's  brave    he-roes  There's  none  that  can   com  - 


pare,  WTfh  a      tow  row    rorr  row     row    row  row,  To  the  Brit-ish     Crena  -diets 


Whene'er  we  are  commanded, 

To  storm  the  palisades, 
Our  leaders  march  with  fuses, 

And  we  with  hand-grenades; 
We  throw  th?m  from  the  glacis, ' 

About  the  enemies'  ears, 
Sing  tow  row  row  row  row  row. 

The  British  Grenadiers. 


Then  let  us  fill  a  bumper, 

And  drink  a  health  to' those 
Who  carry  caps  and  pouches. 

And  wear  the  louped  clothes  ; 
May  they  and  their  commanders 

Live  happy  all  their  years, 
i  With  a  tow  row  row  row  ro*  row 

For  the  British  Grenadiers. 


aio 


The  Blue  Beds  of  Scotland, 

Arranged  by  HAN»  DBMSBL. 


Oh !  where  tell  me  where  is  vour  High-land  lad-die  gone?  Oh  I  where  tell  me  where  is  your 


, 


I 


•^  IS0 

Highland  lad-die  gone?  He's  gone  with  streaming  ban-ners  where  no-ble  deeds  are  done,  And  it's 


»  1^ 


oh,  in  my  heart  I  wis>h  him  safe  at  home,  He's  gone  with  stream-ing  ban-ners  where 


noble    deeds      are  done,  And  it's    oh      in  my  heart    1  wish  him  safe  at  home 


Oh !  where  tell  me  where  did  your  Highland 

laddie  dwell  ? 
Oh  1  where  tell  me  where  did  your  Highland 

laddie  dwell  ? 
He  dwelt  in  bonnie  Scotland,  where  blooms 

the  sweet  blue  bell. 
And  its  ohl  in  my  heart  I  lo'e  my  laddie  well. 

He  dwelt  in  bonnie  Scotland,  eft. 


Oh  !  what,  tell  me  what  does  your  Highland 

laddie  wear  ? 
Oh  !  what,  tell  me  what  does  your  Highland 

laddie  wear  ? 
A  bonnet  with  a  lofty   plume,  and'  on  his 

breast  a  plaid. 
And  it's  oh  1  in  my  heart  I  lo'e  my  Highland 


lad.     A  bonnet  with  a  lofty  plume,  tie. 

Oh  I  what,  tell  me  what  if  your  Highland  lad  be  slain  ? 
Oh  !  what,  tell  me  what  if  your  Highland  lad  be  slain  ? 
Oh,  no  1  true  lore  will  be  his  guard  and  brinif  him  safe  again, 
For  its's  oh  1  my  heart  would  break  if  my  Highland  lad  were  slain. 
Oh.  no  1  true  love  will  be  his  guard,  ete. 
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SLEEP.  LADY,  SLEEP ! 

SERENADE. 


FBXOBB 


BASSES 


f>f> 


Sleep,         la   •    dy,      sleep!. 


J=t 


H.  R.  BlariOP,  1760-1855. 


e      sum    -  mer    night  doth 


f*-  -  f~ 

f"  /' 

fall,        With 


Jij^jjtmi 


stream    •      -    ing   o'er    all; 


tOM 


express. 


sil-ver  moon-light  soft    -    -   ly  stream 


ing ; Theoight  breezeeigha  through 


tt@ 


" 


iS 


<iolee 


droop 


the    drow  -  sy          flow'ra. 


all  the   bap  -  py  hours,     Be -_  neath  thy  case  -  merit  droop the    drow  -  sy         flow'ra. 


AUetmtto  moderate 


Atf 


Sleep,       and    may  dreams  of          sweet         de    -  *  -    -    light 


^ 


vi    -     -    sit    thee, 


jri«.i>k  g.g 


^ 


^ 


love,       this  sum  -     -  mer  night.  Sleep,       la  -  dy,     sleep  I         and 


m 


^ 


m 


d 


dim. 


1 


may          no          sor    -'  •  row       Come"     nigh    thee         e  -    ver  on  a    -    -    njr 


^ff^f=flfl 
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SLEEP.  LADY,  SLEEP. 


Come  nigh    thee,      lov'd  one, 


nigh 


er. 


Sleep,       and    may  dreams  of          sweet         de 


-» — I         i  —  p  ~5^ 

^--E^fru  ^ 


A& 


j; 


^ 


Good    night, 

^ 


good 


? 


love,       this  sum    -      -    mer 

JL 


night Good     night. 


I 


=pf 


night.  Good  night, 


night. 


-+  ^  ^^P 

good  night,  good        night,       good  night.        Sleep         on    with      dream*     of 

re«<%         J 


-=»- — *i      r 


\prete.         J  ^ 


sweet         de    .     -    light.        Good         night,       good  night,        good          night,       good 

N  fc  J» 

~  01  — f 


.  — ^~  e***"  M1»"*'t          s'-^«  JiAguv,          guuu 


Kht,      good  night, 


good 


night. . 
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Loch  Lomond. 


TRADITIONAL  SCOTCH  MKLODT. 
Arranged  by  W.  E.  F. 


Rather  tlote  and  with  feeling. 


P,—  1 

;  —  r   h    T  d—  if  —  H  — 

*  —  f«  — 

t*~E 

"^ 

IL_J  —  j   j    d  —  S.  s  \    j 

r  t  t  r  r?    r 

•• 

• 
* 

—  -0—1 
U 

=r 

; 

i.      By 

yon      bon  -  nie  banks,  and    by         yon    bon  -  nie  braes,  Where  the 

a.   'Twas 

there  that     we    part  -  ed      in         yon    shad  -  y     glen,    On    the 

3.     The 

wee    bird  -  ies    sing    and    the         wild  flow  -  ers  spring,  And    in 

gg.-StJ  jw^^L^ 

-"  / 

•  f 

• 
» 

*/ 

i  —  0  — 

& 

,  1  

t~*r.  —  ¥-—  +  ^T-^V      )?  -t     t 

t 

_  —  ^* 

„  — 

*  —  h 

sun    shines  bright  on  Loch    Lo  -   mon',  Where        me         and  my  true  love  Weie 
steep,  steep    side    o1    Ben     Lo  -  mon',  Where  in    pur     -     pie         hue         The 
sun-shine  the    wa-tera    are      sleep  -  ing,  But  the       broken    heart  it    kens       Nae 


u 


i 


ev  -  er    wont     to     gae,    On  the    bon  -  nie,  bon  -  nie  banks  of  Loch    Lo  -  mon'. 

Hie-land    hills     we  view,  And  the       moon,  com  -  ing     out     in    the       gloam-ing. 

sec-ond  spring    a  -  gain,  Tho*  the      waefu'    may cease  frae  their     greet-ing. 


r 


REFRAIN     Brisker. 


P 


f    r  *  fT  t 

Oh!       ye'H    tak'      the     high-road    and        I'll      tak1      the     low  -  road,  And 


III      be    in    Scot -land  a    -   fore      ye.    But        me     and    my    true    lore    will 
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LOCH     LOMOND. 

rit. 


Jsr 


r£ 


f  f?  Tf  f  if*  *  r  u 

ne  -  ver  meet  a  -  gain     On  the       bon  -  nie,  bon-nie  banks  of  Loch      Ix>  -  mon.' 

^     ^     *     ^   ^  r     I*      I      1*     I* 

J^^AA^ 


F 


J^s 


Rev  C.  Venn  Piloher. 


VESPER    HYMN   JAS.  EDMUND  JONES 

1Q17 


•  Jf  flu  (,             Hr- 

j  —  j  —  j 

r  i   J 

i      i  i 

1 

'     r    r      r  r     r 

On             the  wings       of         light         de  -  can     -     ing, 

Let          Thy    light,    which      fail     -     eth     ne      -    ver, 

J-J    J    . 

E    H^-^       ^"^ 

^  —  ^~i 

1  ^    ff  4.  .  .f.....    —  f  —  I 

1 

—  —  [  —  i 

0  ti     r*  ^  i 

|           ,..         '    ,      .  -r-^—- 

39^3  —  •  — 

i  —  a  1  — 

1 

I  a  i  

~*  1  —  'd"  —  ^ 

^  — 

Sinks         the  west  -  *ring 
Round      me    shine,    though 

1  sun                  to      sle 

If 

epj 
rtj 

u 

day                de  -  paj 

rtJ                       J        d 

•      .^         •" 

*g  --m  

Olffl  •  _  _.  _  -_ 

•r   **  f  

fa-^i  — 

1  1  1  = 

—  *  —  frS  —  fr5  "  L^ 

j 

1  d  * 

~s^ 

fafp- 

T  r      r 

•  p 

r  r      T 

Lord, 

Thine  eyes          in            dark         or       shin    -    ing 

And, 

u      J 

though  night      pre     -      vail     -    eth,    ev              er. 

J     J       J     J        i_J        i 

r>%  F     r 

1    r    r      f 

-P  F  n  

vig 
flood 


il 
my 


keep. 
heart. 


A   - 


-  men. 


^ 


f 


f1 


r 

ALTBJRNATIVB  SBJTTINO 

AB  we  leave  Thy  house.  O  Father, 
Hear  In  Heaven  our  vesper  prayer; 
Keep  our  loved  ones,  gentle  Saviour, 
In  Thy  care.  T  a 
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Shades  of  Evening. 


Word*  by  P.  H.  BAVLKV. 


C   S.  WHITMORK. 

arranged  by  HANS  DRESSEL. 


i 


•iFS-r 


s 


3S 


Shades   ofev'ning    close  not  o'er  us,    Leave* our    lone  -  ly 

0*   » 


bark      a-while 
J, 


£E 


Morn,     a -las!  will     not      re  -  store  us      Yon  -  der  dim      and          dis-tant  Isle; 


£ 


-t— t 


v      » 


r    i  L.C 


^^ 


Still    my    fan  -  cy      can     dis-co-ver      Sun  -  ny  spots  where  friends  may  dwell; 


r  r 


tempo 


Dark  -  er   shadows    round  us    ho  •  ver,    Isle     of  beau  -  ty 


^^r 

fare  -  thee   welL 


Tii  the  hour  when  happy  faces 

Smile  around  the  taper's  light 
Who  will  fill  our  vacant  places? 

Who  will  sing  our  songs  to-night? 
Thro'  the  mist  that  flouts  above  us, 

Faintly  sountfs  the  vesper  bell, 
Like  a  voice  from  those  who  love  us, 

Breathing  fondly — fare-thee-well  I 


When  the  waves  arcund  us  breaking, 

As  I  pace  the  deck  alorve, 
And  my  eye  in  vain  is  seeking 

Some  green  leaf  to  rest  upon ; 
What  would  I  not  give  to  wander 

Where  my  old  companions  dwell 
Absence  makes  the  heart  grow  fonder, 

Isle  of  beauty,  fare-thee-well. 


Hark!  Hark!  the  Lark. 


Word*  by  WILLIAM  SRAKBSPCARB. 


Music  by  FRANZ  SCHUBMT. 


j  •?-+--*  1"^;   -T  •!  j  I    '    *   rg— 

•      g      g      5  ..I  '     J      »       J      ^   .'.     •«.  —  gzrr»i*  — 


Allegretto. 
Hark  I    Hark!  the    lark     at    Heav'n's  gate  sings,  And      Phoe  -  bus  'gins 


!.  I  r  e- 


L.        I        -ta- 


•  rise,          His  steeds    to      wa  -  ter        at    those  springs,  On  cha-lic'd  flcw'rs  that 


ft* 


r 


r[f[irrr  . 


^^ 


^ 


lies,  On    cha  -  lic'd  flow'rs  i  that    lies. 


And       winking    Ma     -     ry 


r   r 


g  r     E- 


•  i 

•buds    be  -  gin        To     ope    the  gold    •   en      eyes  j      With    ev  - '  i  y  -  thing  that 


^  .  kj*-  -p-  V-     -^-   fe^ 


£ 


ss 


I 

pret  -  ty    bin ;     My      la    -    dy    sweet     a   -    rise,         With     ev'rythmg         that 

ih   »   r  r  ..* -, 
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HARK!  HARK!  THE  LARK. 


pret  -  ty  bin;  My      La    -      dy     sweet,    a    -     rise, 


decres. 


rise,  a  • 


m 


decrt*. 


\  •  T1   •    0  ' 1* T jf  ,  — --^  — 


^ 


rise,        My        La      -    dy    sweet     a      -      rise,  a 


«* 


nse, 


£E 


HM>  £f** 

iH  if1"! 

H     ^— 

i   5           ft 

•T*(  * 

d  —  -  —  s  H 

-      rise, 

J  i  
My 

—           f*' 

i  —  j-j  —  j  — 

La    -      dy 

•  B"~  

^-*  -J- 
sweet,         a 

f                g- 

-      rije. 

-t  —  F  —  i  —  *  —  H 

P^£  Ts^ 

5  —  -1 

'  r      c    i 

]g_ 

—  f  —  1-  —  -  —  *  —  -B 

A  Jolly  Good  Laugh. 


Word*  by  GlOKOB  COOFBL 
Ut  ft  2nd  Tenor 


Music  by  J.  R.  THOMAS. 
Harmonized  for  Male  Voices  by  W.  E.  F 


i    O,      I  lore,    O  I  love  a   good  laugh,  ha!  ha!  For  a  worf-der-ful  thing    is     a 

s    So     I  love,    So  I  love  a    good  laugh,  ha!  ha!  For  a  won  der-ful  cure    is    a 
lat*  2nd  Base 

a   a         h  >  >    >   .  ' .    .     «  J- 


fc 


^ 


Ji  J^  >»J  J; 


s 


? 


laugh,  ha !  ha  I  Why  its      bet-ter  than  all  the    tears, 
laugh,  ha  t  hal  Why  there's  laughter  in  ev'-ry    thing, 

I  ^  I*.  V  k.        h.  h.        I  h 


That  a        bo-dy  could  shed  Cor 
In  the      ri-vers,  and  birds  that 


m 


Si 


TT 


ff 
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A  JOLLY  GOOD  LAUOH. 


i.  A  charm 


*.  Don't  be 

years ;  And  there's  nothing  so  good  is   a    laugh, 
sing;  And  there's  nothing  so  good  as  a    laugh. 

i.  Its    a      charm  for  the  dark    -     est 
a.  Don't  be     mon  -  dy    and   grow*       SO 


r 


a.  Don't 


ills, 


it 


light 


ens 


bills, 


'-U 


Et 


.moo  -  dy,  ha !  ha  I  Why,  its 

ills,        ha  1  ha  !  And  it        light  -  ens  the  doc      -     tors       bills  ha  1  ha  I 
thin,        ha  I  ha!      If    you      ne'er  tried  a      laugh       be    -   gin,  So 


f 


moo-dy 


Try 


laugh. 


food,  and  it's  sun,  and   it's        air,    hal   ha  I  And  it      dares    to     the    wall    old 
laugh  and  you'll  soon     con  •  fess,    hal   hal  That  your  shad  -ow     will    not    grow 


r 
^ 


care,    hal  hal     O,  there's      noth  -  ing    so    good    by 
less,    hal    hat      O,  there's      noth  -  ing    so    good    by 


•r- — ft 


half,      As      • 
half. 
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A  JOLLY  GOOD  LAUGH. 


*== 

jol  -  ly  good  heart  -  y        laugh! 

i     f» 


Ha,  ha,          ha,    ha,    ha,      ha,    ha,      ha* 


j»  j*  j»^JL-J       i 
u  C~~v~f~£       ' 


.  |- 


^^-A-J 


a 


ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,      ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  As  a 


Jim    Crack    Corn. 


Plantation  Song 
Arranged  by  HANS  DRESSBU 


fea-j/AEJ 


m 


When        I  was  young  I      used  to  wait  on         mas-sa,  and  hand  him  de  plate;  Pass 

rrr  r  i  f-f^- 


I 


4- 


^crte 


down  de  bot-tle  when 


U-JJ 


he  get  dry,  And     brush   a  way  de 

T  i    f  *=S 


blue-tail  fly. 


3E£ 


*      * 


Jim  crack  corn,  I          don't  care, 


Jim  crack  corn,  I  don't  care, 

-*~^= 


-m-    -m     -»•  •  -^  ^      rr 


•^ 


Jim  crack  corn,  1         don't  care,  Ole          mas-sa     gone  a 


way. 


P 


1 


An*  when  he  ride  in  de  arternoon, 
I  follow  wid  a  hickory  broom ; 
De  poney  being  berry  shy, 
When  bitten  by  de  blue-tail  fly. 
Jim  crack  corn,  &c. 

One  day  he  rode  around  dc  farm, 
De  flies  so  numerous  dey  did  swarm; 
One  chance  to  bite  him  on  the  thigh, 
De  debble  take  dat  blue-tail  fly. 
Jim  crack  corn,  &c. 


De  poney  run,  he  jump  an*  pitch, 
An'  tumble  massa  in  de  ditch  ; 
He  died,  an'  de  jury  wonder*d  why, 
De  verdic  was  de  blue-tail  fly. 
Jim  crack  corn,  &c. 

Dey  laid  'iin  under  a  'simmon  tree, 
His  epitaph  am  dar  to  see : 
"  Beneath  dis  stone  I'm  forced  to  lie, 
All  by  de  means  ob  de  blue-tail  fly." 
Jim  crack  corn,  &c. 
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If    the    Waters    Could    Speak. 


Moderato 


Words  and  music  by  CHARLFS  GRAHAM, 
Arranged  for  mixed  voices  f>y\V.   E.   F. 


**-!.  J.I  J^LOJ 


FR 


i.      If     the      wa  -  ters  could    speak    as      they      flow     a 
a.      If     the     wa  -  ters  could    speak    as     tney     flow      a 


long,    To     the 
long,    Of 


u 


m 


-» « •»- 


-r- — F 


w 


depths  of  the 
scenes  in  the 


r  r   u 

might  -y        sea, 
a  -  ges      past, 


What    sor  -  row    and 
Or       tell     of     the 


T'T 


j. 


:F=ft 


^ 


•-J'-J- 


^ 


^Sh  j_JT  J-^ 


'P8 
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r  r  T  uT      IT  u  i       r 

tears    and    laugh  -  ter    and     song  Would  its          pent up       bo    -    som 

great   and      might      -      y     throng   That  shall  wake      at   -the      trum   •    pet's 

J        J*      _f  J                  I 

<±     M.     A  jesi 

to      '»       »     i  ?-''*-=*-_ 


tf  -  r 


T 


A  little  quicker 


free., 
blast 


Tales     of       ma  -  ny     a       shat  -  ter'd 
Un-writ-ten    lore  of      love       and 


life,     And 
war,  That  the 


-J  J.-J- 
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IF    THE    WATERS    COULD    SPEAK. 


rit 


a  tempo 


r- 


once   gold -en     hopes     laid     low., 
world          will       ne    -    ver     know 


Would      min  -  gle    with 
Would      come  be 


If  the 


#JL-J— fi_i  i    J        JT  J         J-^4— J — -j*-J  I    J    J— ? 
Eb3-^-i— ^==r:  z^g-*-!-^  ;   1    d  I    jl  ^*=*= 

~T    "£    "T  T     T    T 

those    of     ca  -  reers      more  bright,  If    the  wa  -  ters  could  speak  as   they 

fore      us    from    days        of     yore,    If    the  wa  -  ters  could  speak  as    they 

j  j.      A.  J:  A  J  J. 


=3t-r    F  ^  1  r       MI         ig=^c 
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J)'*"    

—  d  —  i  —  i~\  —  1  i*  —  i—  i 

—  j  — 

j  f~ 

g)  <r- 

n           r   •       P 

—  5  *         *           *  .     m         m— 

K  „  — 

K  •  C  

F  —  ! 

F     r    r 

'    r  r 

r"T  r  r  r  r   r 

min  -  gle    with    those  ;  of       ca  -  reers       more 
come          be    -    fore   us    from     days         of 

_J^^  j    j   j   j    «hJ  <4 

—  .     —  ^  a>  v  •  —  r    fy  -f  1 

flow  

Would 

flow  

Would 

^     J 

-J-      J       J 

E^-  

•F      *      F 

r-c  r 

H  

[—  h- 

I  1  —  1 

n't. 


bright,     If   the        wa  -  ters 
yore,     If    the       wa  -  ters 
*      r»         i         I* 


could  speak    as    they 
could  speak    ai    they 


flow, 
flow. 


A 

i5? 
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IF  THE  WATERS  COULD  SPEAK. 


REFRAIN. 


J 


gW^^.Uujteto^ 

^— r     +.  >   r    f>< — --r^ 


rr^rT 


r  r 


Stor  -  ies    of      laugh-ter  and      tears . 


And      once   gol  -  den  hopes  laid 

A    A.  A  A  ±  A 


E£ 


tew. 
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J,  j- 
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^T 

Would   min  -  gle    with    those     of     bright  -  er      ca  - 

A-J-^  _  ^J_AAA 


r  r 

low    hopes    laid    low 


ertte.    f 


JXMO  rail. 

ft    <*        I I 


flow. 


I      '  ' 


• 
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rters,     If  the       w.i-ters       could  speak    as      they    flow,        as  they      flow. 


ci 


A  j    A. 


.  . 


flow. 


Weel  may  the  keel  row. 


Allegretto 
1st  Sciind  Tenor. 


BORDER  SONG 
arranged  1  y  HANS  DRESSEL. 


m 


bon    -    ny,  He's 


Oh       who   is   like  my    John -ny,  So        lirsh,  so  blithe,  so         bon    ••    ny,  tie's 
He      has    nae  mair  o'  -  learu-ing  '1  han    tells    his  weekly        earn   -   in^;  Yet 
He        wears    a   blue  bon  -  net  blue       bon    -    net    blue        bon  -  net     He 


:2: 


-4- 


• 


1st  &  2nd  Bass. 


1st.  Time  /",2nd  Time  Jtty) 


3t=* 


fore-most  mong  the    mo-ny  keel      lads   o'  Coal  -  y       Tyne.    He'll  sit    or  row    so 
right  frae  wrang  dis  -  cern  -  ing,  Tho'  brave,  nae  bruiser     he.     1  ho'      he    no  worth  a 
wears      a     blue    bon-net    A        dim-pie  in    his    chin;  And        weel   may  the 

fc      fc    *      ,1 


•  I  il  J-U 


ight  -ly, 


tight -ly,  As        in  the  dance  so        light -Ty,  Hell    cut  or  shuffle        sight-ly.'tis 
plack  is  His  ain  coat     on    his      back  is;    And  nane  can  say  that    black    is  The 
keel  row,  the     keel    row,      the      keel  row,  And       weel    may  the    keel    row,  the 

-P--S- 


-4-^+ 
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true  were  he  not       mine?    mine? 

white  o'Johnnie's        e'e.         c 'e.    Weel  may  the  keel  row,  the      keel    row,    the 
boat    that    my    lad's        in. 


in. 


keel    row,      Weel  may  the      keel    row,  the      boat    that  my  love's 


»<rci    I..,™,  row,  tne       noat    mat  my  loves        in 


Believe  me,  if  all  those  endearing  young  charms. 


AnJantino 


Tenor 
Baritone 


lieve  me,     if    all  those  en- dear-ing  young  charms  Which  I 
is    not  while  beau-ty  and    youth  are  thine  own,  And  thy 


gaze  on    so  fond  -  ly    to 
cheeks  un  -  pro-fan'd  by    a 


day,     Were  to        change  by     to  -  mor  -  row,  and 
tear,    That  the  fer-vour  and  faith    of     a 


r  g 


fleet   in    my  arms,  Like  fai  -  ry  gifts   fa-ding     a 

soul  can  be  known,  To  which   time  will  out  make  thee  more 


^ 


way,  Thou  would'st 
dear;    No,  the 


£££ 


•3. 


± 


punt 


still  be     a  -  dor'd  as    this     mo-ment  thou  art,  Let  thy      love  -  li  -  ness  fade  as     it 
heart  that  has  tru  -  ly  lov'd      nev-er    for-geU,  But    as        tru  -  ly  loves  on    to    the 


^£3 
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£ 


U 


-ftr»  J^J 

Ifc~ 

—  ]J  —  F 

f*        J 

—  Jc- 

~  fr- 

~"P~ 
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will,         And 
close,        As 

a    -    - 

the 

-J—t 

-    round   the 
sun   -  flow 

dear 
-  er 

-Jr- 
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ru    - 
turns 
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in 
on 

each 
her 
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wish  of  my  heart,  Would  en    -   twine  it  -  self  ver-dant-ly 
god,  when  he  sets,  The  same    look  which  she  turn'd  when  he 


still. 
rose 


^g^ 


3^Ep: 


22ft 


A   CATASTROPHE. 


MALE  VOICES. 


Words  by  CHAS.  M.  SHKLDOH. 
Allegro  vivace. 

jit  time  — ft 
1st  Tenor. 


Music  by  M.  D.  SPRACUX. 


There  was  at  tack, 


Tnerewas  a  tafck, 


2nd   Tenor. 


1st  Bass. 


There  was  a  boy, 
2nd  Bans. 


There  was  a  boy, 


Hi 


ritard.  «  tempo 


There  was  a  boy,    There  was  a  tack,    There  was  a  teach-er          new. 


ritard 


a  tempo. 
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There  was  a  boy,    There  was  a  tack,    There  was  a  teach-er          new. 


The      tack  sat  down  up  -  on    its  head, 


tefc 


The      tack  sat  down  up  -  on  its  head, 


5=K=g=g^l 


The     tack  sat  down  up    -  on  its  head, 


The 


frr  r  r  r  n  r  r  i  «  ± 


The      tack  sat  down  up    -    on  its  head, 


The        tack  cat  down  up   -   on  its  head, 


*c 


tack  sat  down  up    -    ott  its  bead, 
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The 
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Mdi 


mo/to  ritard. 
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The      tack  sat  down  up   -   on  its  head, 
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The      tack  sat  down  up    -    on  its  head 
molto  ritard. 

tack  sat  down  up    -    on    its  head, 

-K-H  ;  V     .            ^      \  P- 
,  L_ 

^  :  h 
The 

-  x    h-  »• 

|"'  P-|>  [   '     m  —  H  ^  1  g  —  •  

1  *_ 

^     •      L 
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The      teach-er  sat  down     too. 
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The       teach-er  sat  down      too. 
f>  rit.  ... 


^-LXlMAt^ 


tack  sat  down  up     -     on    its  head,  The     teach-er  sat  down      too, 

very  iloic. 
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and  seized  that  boy,  Then 
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Then    up    he  rose, 
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Then 
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and  seized  that  boy, 

up    he  '  rose, 
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up    he  rose, 
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seized  that  boy, 
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Then    up    he  rose,  Who 

and    seized  that  boy, 
rit. 
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up    he  rose,  and 
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seized  that  boy,  Who 
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up    be  rose,  and 
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seized  that  boy,  Who 
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(The  boy.)  I    on  -  ly  meant  it        for    a    joke;     I     on  -  ly  meant  it 
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for    a    joke; 
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FINE. 
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I     on  -  ly  meant  it       for    a    joke. 


the  point  i 


rt't. 
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the  point  i 
FINE. 


I      on  •  ly  meant  it       for    a    joke.  I      failed    to    see  the   point !    the  point  1 

^  (THE  TEACHEK.) 
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2  HO 


WHEN  YOU  AND  I  WERE  YOUNG. 


Words  by  GEORtiE   W.  JOHNSON 

A    ,  --~~  PP    ..- 


Music  by  J.  A.  BUTTERFIELD 
Arr.  by  Carrie  B.  Adams. 


1         wan-dered  to-day  to  the  hill,  Mag-gie,         To 

A          ci     -     ty  so      si    -  lent  and  lone,  Mag-gie,  Where     the 

They       say        I  am     fee    -  ble  with  age,  Mag-gie,          My 
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watch       the           scene 
young     and     the     gay 
steps     are    less  spright 
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be         -          low;       The     c 
and      the     best          In 
-  ly      than     then;       My 
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reek,      and       the    creak   -   ing      old 
pol  -   ished  white    man  -  sions       of 
face         is          a        well     writ    -   ten 
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AIR. 
The    green  grove    is  gone  fr 
Its'   built  where  the  birds  u 

om    the 
sed    to 
id    and 

ffjfrf  j  K  —  j  ^~ 

They      say     we     are     sag  -    « 
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mill,  Mag-gie,    As 
stones  ,  Mag-gie,  Have 
page,  Mag-gie,  But 

we  us>ed      to,     long       a    - 
each  found     a       place    of 
time      a   -   lone    was      the 
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hill,      Mag  -  gie,  Where   fimt        tlie  dais    -    ies  sprung, 

play,      Mag-gie,    And       join        in      the     song     that     WHS      sung, 
gray,    Mag-gie,      As     sprays       by     the     white  break -ers     flung", 


Hm. 


Arrangement  by  permission  of  Lorenz  Publishing  Cb.  from  "In  Lighter  Vein!' 
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creak  -  ing-   old  mill        is  still,  Mag- -gie,  Since  you  and 

sang-       as    .     _   g-ay        as  they,  Mag-- gie,  When  you  and 

me    you're    as   fair        as    you      were,  Mag-- g-ie,  When  you  and 
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were 
were 
were 


young-, 
young-, 
young-. 
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are         ag-        -        ed            and 
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tri     -      als          of        life        near    -    ly        done; 


tri     -     als          of       life          near    -    ly  done; 
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AIR. 

Let       us 


Let       us 


Con  forza. 
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sing-      of     the  days  that    are    gone,    Mag-  -  gie,  When    you      and  I         were      young-. 
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sing-      of     the  days  that    are   gone,  Mag- -gie,  When    you       and         I          were     young1. 
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Old  Black  Joe, 


Po-j)  Adagio. 
Int.      2nd.  Tenor 


Arranged  for  male  voices 
by  THEO.  MARTENS. 


J= 


h* — -' 


i. 

a. 
lit  Boas 


are  the  days, 
should  1   weep, 


(Humming) 


young 
feel 


and  gay 
no  pain 


rrrrzf? 


^ 


i.  Gone  are  the  days 

a.  Why  should  1  weep 
2nd.  Baas 


when  my     heart  was  young  and  gay . 
when  my    heart  should  feel  no  pain  . 


I. 

s. 


are  the  days 
should  I    weep 


(tf, 


young  and  gay 
feel  no  pain 


cot  -  ton  fields  a-way 
friends  come  not  a -gain 


are  my  friends 
do    I    sigh 


cot  -  -  ton  fields,  from  the  cot-ton  fields  a  - 
friends      not  come,  that  my  friends  come  not  a- 


ms 


Gone  are  my  friends. 
Why    do    I    sigh.. 


from  the     cot  -  ton  fields  a- way . 
that  my  friends  come  not  a-gain . 


3 


are   my  friends 
do     I    sigh 


cot 
friends 

(Humming)    \ 

f^-_ 


ton 
not 


fields 
come 


a. 

a. 


from  the  earth 
grieve  for  forms 


3££ 


^ 


land    I  know,  I 
long  a  -  go  ?  I 


Gone  from  the  earth  to 

Grie»  -  ing  for  forms  now 


a        bet  -  ter   land  1  know, 
de  -  part  -  ed  long    a  -  go  ? 


way 
gain 


from  the  earth 
grieve  for  fonni 


& 


(Humming) 


Und   I   know 
long  a  -  go  ? 


OLD    BLACK    JOE. 
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£ 


« 


H 


hear    their    gent   -    le       roi  -  ces 
hear    their    gent    -    le       vou  -  ces 


ing' 
call   -   ing 


"Old  black    Joe." 


SI 


(Humming) 


call  -  ing 


"Old  black    Joe." 


(Humming) 


call  -    ing 


Chorus  to  **  sung  J*51""11  the  scenes  /  see\ 
or  in  an  adjacent  room.  \  B  ' 


if? 


K      1 


f  e  5 

is    bending  low 


yes  com-iiig 


SE 


^^ 


r  d  *     * 


I'm    corn-ing 


For  my     head  is  bend-ing  low  ; 


P 


~'Tf 


5^ 


^EfW^^^ 


"Old     black     Joe" 

I 


I 


i 


i 


=F-p-=^-F-  -p— ? 

hear   their     gen    -  tie      vol  -  ces        call  -  ing 


I 


B  If  two  choruses  cannot  be  had  then  the  1st  Tenor  must  sing-  the  up- 
per notes  of  the  invisible  chorus  and  in  that  case  the  2nd  Tenor  sing 
the  upper  notes  of  the  original  chorus  and  all  sing  the  last  measure 
of  the  invisible  chorus. 


OLD    BLACK    JOE, 


* 


are  the  hearts 


(Humming) 


and  so   free 


:  hearts 


once  so  hap  -  py  and  so    free The 


yes    so  dear  held          on    my  knee,  that  I  held  up-on  my 


chil-dren  so  dear 


that   I       held  up  -  on     ray  knee, 


yes   so  dear  held         on   my  knee  on        my 

(Humming) 

'  * 


:*cff= 


knee 


to    the  shore 


(Hamming) 


Air 
long*d  to  go,   I 


gone      to    the  shore 


& 


»— 3- 


where  my         soul  has  'ong'd  to   go 

r^rr 


<*** 


knee 

(Bumming) 


to   the  shore  (Humming)  long*d  to  go 


u  «  -^~  m  —  p  y  ,  —  ^-, 

r-^h 

J— 

—  ^  R 

y-5  —  f  —  p  —  U  —  £  —  i  —  J  —  U  g  — 

hear     thier     gent  -  le          voices          call    -    ing 
Air 

1  —  (^_ 

"Old 

, 

black      Joe." 
Repeat  Chorus 

m-  u'n 

(Humming)                                                      call    -    ing 

Old 

black 

1  — 

r  '  " 

Joe. 

—  ^-n-fl 

(Humming)                                                call    •    ing 

L_M_ 

r   fl 

The    low  -  backed    Car. 


Tenor  &  Baritone 


Arranged  by  HANS.DRESSBL. 


I  J 


Bass 


When      first    I  saw  sweet    Pc'g-gy,    '  Twas      on      a    mar-ket        day,          A 
In        bat-tie's  wild    com-mo-tion      The    proud  and  might-y      Mars,       With 


M-B'J  -"I  -I 

-*•      .  -m 


low  backed  car  she  drove,  and  sat  Up-  on      a  truss  of       hay  ;      But  when  that  hay  was 
hos-tile  scythes,  de  -  raands  his  tithes  Of  death  in  war-like    cars  ;  While  Peg-gy,  peace-fill 


as 


:3=? 


* 


JV^MJ 


tf^ttrE 


SE 


aloomtng  grass,  And  decked  with  flow'rs  of  spring  No  flow'r  was  there  that  could  compare  With  the 
god  -dess,      Has  darts  in  her  bright  eye,  That  knock  men  down  in  the  market  town,  As 


SMtt^ 


S 


^^3^1 


i    r 


bloom-ing  girl  I    sing,  As  she      sat  in  the  low-backed  car,        The  roan  at  the  turn-pike 
right  and  left  they    fly  While  she    sits  in  the  low-backed  car,  Than  bat-ties  more  dang-ercus 


»* 


bar  Nev-er  asked  for  the  toll  But  just  rubbed  his  old  poll,  And  looked  af-ter  the  low-back*  car. 
far,       For      the  doctor's  art  Can  -  not  cure  the  heart  That  is  hit  from  the  low-Backed  car. 

* 


Sweet    Genevieve. 


AndanU  moderate. 
Tenor 


II.   TUCKBR 

Arranged  by  HANS  DRESSEL 


Baritone'     f)  V  . 

O    Gen- e -vieve  I'd    give    th^  world  to      live      a -gain  the     lovely  past!  The 
Fair  Gen  -  e  -  vieve,  My    ear  -  ly  love,    The      years  but  make  thee  dear-er  far ;  My 


• 


3 


* 


Ban 


rose  of  youth  was      dew-im-pearl'd;But    now   it  with-ers  in     the  blast       I 

heart  shall  ne-ver          ne-ver  rove;  Thou     art    my.    on  -  ly          guid  -  ing  star.      For 


J-^hH-E^rj-TTj.  J  J  Tf 


P^Fr 


*3^t 


tee  thy  face  in 
ir«  the  past  has 


ev  -  'ry  dream,  My  wak-ing  thoughts  are  full     of  thee ;        Thy 
no    re  -  gret  What  -  e'er  the  years  may  bring  to    me ;          I 


^1 


m — m~ 

•  a 


*    * 


n't. 


i 

glance  is     in    th->         star  -  ry  beam  That    falls  a -long  the    sum-mer      sea. —    O, 
bless  the  hour  when      first  we  met,  The    hour  that  gave  roe     love  and    thee  !      0, 


J 


Gen  -  e-vieve.  sweet       Gen  -  e  -  vieve,  The          days  may  rome,  the     days  may  go.  But 


-ft    a    |     4 f»    %==j 

d-   «^  *    *      '    -pk-V1--* 


i=rt 


> — r 


still  the  hands  of 


mem* -ry  weave  The      bliss-ful  dreams  of 

A         A  \ 


long     a   -  go. 


& 


& 


f. 
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MY  OLD  KENTUCKY  HOME. 


Solo. 


Words  &  Music  by  STEPHEN  C.  FOSTER. 


1.  The        sun  shines  bright  in  the  old  Ken-tuck- y  home,  Tis      sum-iner,  the  dark 

2.  They     hunt     no  more  for  the   pos-sum  and  the  coon  On  the  mea-dow,the  hill 

3.  The     head  must  bow  and  the  bade  will  have  to  bend,  Wher  -  ev-er      the  dar- 


-ics  are 
and  the 
key  may 


gay, 
shore, 


The    corn  -top*8      ripe 

They    sing      no    more 

A        few  more   days 


and 
by 
and 


the  mea-dowfe  in  the  bloom,  While  the 
the  giim-mer  of  the  moon  On  the 
the  trou.We.  all  will  end,  In  the 


t-4|  —  —  -K  —  -t 

-7—  jn 

f-i- 

i  —  »  — 

_      ~h  •;—! 

birds    make       mu  -  sic 
bench       by         the     old 
fields  where       the      su  - 

1*     1            J            » 

n               1 

all         the 
cab         in 
gar  -  canes 



L-sl^  i—  p  p  p  -•  I 

day,                              The  young  folks    it)ll          on       the 
door;                            The     day    goes       by         like       a 
grow;                              A       few    more    days         for       to 

i,      I    J     I  i.       1      1  —  I          i 

-fin  —  *  4  *  

*J                           V 

=j 

'  j  i  i— 

-*  — 

?=*F=f 

'•    r    *  —  F  — 

___  :  ^  — 

J__    __^.  J 

j»             p-p^^^ 

K—  —  k  —  is'  k  .  —  K-i 

J      >       >          1        1 

lit  -  tie    cab  -.  in     floor,            All 
sha-  dow  o'er   the    heart,        With 
tote    the   heay  -  y       load,            No 

-|?  •  7  J'  J'  «J  '  * 

nier-ry,  all  hap  py  and 
sor-row,  where  all  was  de 
mat-ter,  'twill  nev  -  *«•  be 

-A  —  f  f  J  

bright,                By'n 
light.                  The 
lig-ht,                   A 

ffi   *      ~ir         ~^r 

_JjJ    J       ? 

^ 
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r  r  *  •'• 

by  Hard  Times  coi 


I 


by  Hard  Times  comes  a-knock-ing1  at  the  door,  Then  my  old  Ken-tuck-y  home,  good  night, 
time  has  come  when  the  dar-kies  have  to  part,  Then  my  old  Ken-tuck-y  home,  gvod  nigtit. 
frv  nn->T»  days  will  w  tot  -  ter  on  the  road,  Then  my  old  Ken-tuck-y  home,  good  night. 


i 


$ 


F 


r    T    r    r^ 


CHORUS 


s^E 


j     Ji  3=^ 

r^rf^f 


Weep        no    more      my         la  -  dy, 

'J.     J>  J:    J> 


AIR.K     r 
Oh!     weep         no   more        to    -     day,  We    will 


rr 


r   ^r 


AIR 

— K 


sing-   one  Ming-   for   the     old  Ken-tuck-y  home,  R>r  the     old   Ken-tuck-y  home,  far     a  -way. 
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